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PRELUDE 
Part I 

THE SPIRIT OF THE BOOK 

Halt, traveler! Who art thou that intrudes so 
unceremoniously upon these mystic pages? 

Faun! Bacchus! Endymion! — ^awaken! Drive 
out the stranger poaching in our domain! Do you 
not hear his fingers rustling these literary leaves ? 

Charon ! — ^Hurry with your boat from the Under- 
world ! 

Siste, Viator! — ^Your purpose? 

Ho! — ^Nymphs! *Tis only a harmless earth- 
dweller — a prospective reader — ^lost in the fog of 
literature, in quest of amusement. 

Ho! Minerva! Summon Psyche and the Muses 
to attend me. 

Know then, privileged mortal, that I am the Spirit 
of this book! 

I inhabit the gilded metaphors and idealistic castles 
that rise from the enchanted lines, I love the soul 
of man, but dislike his flesh! Immortal man is in 
the mind, not in the meat ! 

Do not fear! I am not hostile, for truly Kava- 
nagh and Longfellow have said : "If we could read 
the secret history of our enemies, we should find in 

I 
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each man's sorrow and suffering enough to disarm 
our hostility." 

And now, if thou wilt follow me, Til guide thee 
down the trail through our beautiful wild wood, fra- 
grant with thousands of fantastic mental flowers 
and introduce thee to Richard Reyem, the narrator, 
who will unfold with unbridled fancy the most 
mystic "tale of the hills" ever screened on human 
eyes. 

Shakespeare hath said: "The sleeping and the 
dead are but as pictures." 

So let us proceed slowly down the alphabetical 
dreamful byways through the twenty-six stumbling 
blocks of the Philosopher, past misplaced punctua- 
tion marks to the grottoes, crags, caverns and laby- 
rinths — formed with printer's letters — where I 
abide and observe how these marionettes of thought 
unseen form living pictures in your mind. 

Thought is the greatest motive power. It lifts 
higher than the Universe and speeds farther than 
Time. 

Art thou tired of civilized labor, dear earth- 
dweller ? 

Dost seek shelter from the minotaurs and people 
of prey of thy mortal world? Then I'll give thee 
laughter, diversion, pleasure and entertainment in 
superabundance. 

I promise fun for King and pauper, fool or super- 
man. I touch every chord in the listed and un- 
listed emotions and passions of mortal man — ^the 
noble semi-god and most cruel of beasts. 

Dost crave romance or thrilling adventures? 
Then vow that you'll not reveal untimely my con- 
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fidence: The author has provided a beautiful gol- 
den-haired heroine. A vision of loveliness. She 
suffers much, for nature has made man a villain. 

There are hair-breadth escapes, shimmering of 
knives and flashes of gun-play in the dark. 

There are casualties — for mortals of your twen- 
tieth century still love strong meat, and alas, inno- 
cent as well as guilty bite the dust. 

Victims of the high potentates of your industrial 
civilization are pursued relentlessly until the divine 
chemist and eternal jurisprudence turn the tables. 

Ah, but does a bold Lochinvar carry off the hero- 
ine to happiness ever after? 

Then thou must see the story through! 

Dost like mystery, weird detective tales or a 
journey in far-off worlds out beyond the milky 
way? 

Dost monkey with ouija boards, seances and the 
occult ? 

Then a rare treat is in store for thee! 

Wouldst like to peep into Heaven and Hell or 
see an entire nation transmigrate to a perfect world 
in huge Solar tanks ? 

Art thou war-weary and tired of "liberty drives'* 
and the constant feud between civilization and lib- 
erty? Want to see "Sarinor^' make an immortal 
example of civilization? Want to see the treaties 
of civilization abrogated and the charter of man- 
kind returned to heaven for annulment? 

Wouldst like to see a "drive" for intellect and 
cerebroism, free from the taint of money and do- 
mestic or foreign propaganda? 

Art thou a pessimist believing that: In the pres- 
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ence of humanity, the hope of liberty must be in a 
hereafter? 

Art thou sad because God is not a conversa- 
tional spirit and prefers to speak through nature? 

Then follow me boldly, great joys await thee I 

Art thou downcast because fame has passed thee 
by? Then come along and see the greatest Sun in 
the firmament blaze, then pass away, remembered 
only on a telephotographic plate or on a piece of 
paper till the distant astronomer's art decays, long 
before the limits of time. 

Art sad because thou canst not not go to Cuba 
and must practise the virtues of a camel in a pro- 
hibition desert? 

Alas, 'tis true : Strong governments throughout 
creation rule worlds of weak wills and strong de- 
sires ! 

Perhaps thou hast wisely decided: To live this 
side of thy grave and a strong arm or force beyond 
thy control has decreed otherwise? 

Then read this story faithfully and learn this 
cerebroic law : 

"Blood that has gone over the mill dam of death 
will never turn the wheels of intellect again." 

Now, kind reader, before I have finished tuning 
the antenna in your brain with the mental feelers 
and aerials strung between these pages to receive 
the wireless brain waves — smaller and more rapid 
than any known to science — from the brain of the 
narrator, I would a word with thee : Go, cross the 
bookseller's palm with silver and take this mystic 
book home with thee, for though the narrator in 
the great interstellar heights observing the intel- 
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lectual movements of our times, of centuries and the 
ages, has no use for money, the printer's devil has 
whispered that the lumberjack and paper mill can't 
grind without silver. 

The Author has hunted in a thousand worlds for 
material and data; has lived with insects and men, 
spent hours with saints and sinners, with creatures 
fit for paradise and monsters of hell. 

He has seen snow in hell and pitched battles in 
heaven. He has dwelled with destitute, thought- 
less poor in the garbage-cans of this world and 
with intelligent squirrels and beavers, has studied 
the playful profiteer fox and the cowardly wolf. 

He has peeped into shekel-smeared, materialistic 
legislatures and seen the blood of people sold for a 
handful of gold ; seen predatory marauders, coyotes 
and bobcats elected and appointed to the councils 
and tribunals of democracy and witnessed the bar- 
ter, compromise, treachery of politics and commerce 
and the depredations on the human herd by Qiris- 
tian and Oriental governments. 

Has seen Liberty — ^the beautiful Goddess of 
State, Church and Society — abducted by a sensuous, 
selfish governing manhood and fall to the level of 
a burlesque chorus girl plaything, doomed to spend 
her decadent womanhood as mistress to a twentieth 
century congress or pine away in houses of parlia- 
ments, Diets, Soviets, Reichstags and Dumas, or 
mate with money and lustful fathers of bad con- 
stitutions and end her brief career between her peri- 
helion and aphelion, as scrubwoman in the offices 
of the human salvaging and wrecking company. 

But do not fear, dear Reader — ^if the age of Lib- 
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erty and the Era of Man cannot be contemporaneous 
and flourish on earth at the same period, and Liberty 
proves a monstrous delusion as a panacea and hu- 
man corrective — Richard Reyem has substituted a 
marvelous "cure-all*' termed CEREBROISM. 

Our story starts with a vivid, exciting and humor- 
ous deer hunt. 

Behold how the amateur silk-stocking, tenderfoot 
hunters get into trouble with professional trappers 
and cut-throats of the wilderness, following the atro- 
phied instincts of caveman ancestry. 

Watch the scientific detective trail himself into 
captivity. See the dim outlines of Haunted Moun- 
tain in the distance — ^the stronghold and unsuspected 
inland submarine base of a powerful foe deep down 
in the bowels of an extinct volcano. 

Behold how the narrator saves a nation and civili- 
zation from a fate too terrible to mention in a 
prologue. 

Watch the scientists in the caverns sense great 
truths before they become known to the world at 
large. See them trace mental and physical germs 
to their origin. See how they look into microscopes 
and marvelous uncanny instruments and talk like 
crazy men in their search for a luxurious existence 
beyond death. 

Watch their attempts to harness the imponder- 
ables, unknown rays and energies impinging on their 
colossal cerebellums from the depths of space. Gaze 
upon their inspired faces as they rave : "Who lives 
will see !'* 

See how the atoms disarrange themselves in the 
social structures under the merciless fury and lash 
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of Richard Reyem's satire. Hear the laughter of 
the goddesses at the wit and humor of "Rip Van 
Crusoe/' the most ro3ral vagabond in the universe. 
Hear the mirth of the fairies and the denizens of 
the superhuman haunts as he spins fantastic tales. 

How fluently Richard Reyem speaks the 3,000 
languages and dialects of your world and the Esper- 
anto of nature and solar, interstellar and universal 
governments. 

When he trifles with the fourth dimension and 
the infinity of numbers and you are about to say 
"good-night," see how deftly he slapsticks them. 
You will encounter creatures of every zoological 
and mental status, but never fear, he will not leave 
you in the dark. When a croix-de-guerre is men- 
tioned he will not leave you flat to decipher it, but 
will promptly tell you that it means "war cross" in 
Yonker*s vernacular. 

The scientific detective, Ted Flynn, will have your 
hair standing on ends, but will not split a single 
one. Disappearances and forest murders are solved 
which have baffled the greatest sleuths of all time. 

The greatest slaughter in history at "haunted 
mountain" will horrify you. The gigantic exodus 
of mankind from this world, the exploits of the 
orbit-master and the seizure of this planet by 
Sarinor and cerebroism will stagger your imagina- 
tion. 

The return of the heroes to civilization and the 
restoration to her lover and happiness of the heroine 
will quiet your pulse. 

And now, dear reader, thou hast glimpsed some- 
thing of the Author, the narrator and the nature 
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of the story before thee. I have warned thee of 
the dangerous characters thou wilt meet, so arm 
thyself well for thy venturesome trip through my 
domain. 

Remember, 'tis not the number of lines, or paper, 
or gasps of breath that matter as you ramble along, 
but the thoughts you start going. 

Some readers are dead, while they live and see 
and return to their runway, fresh from these tre- 
mendous fields of intelligent and occult forces, still 
serfs among the free, as radiant as fireflies, while 
others return aflame with fiery and intellectual glow 
shouting (like Caesar: "I went! I saw! I con- 
quered!") — ^"I have seen the God-head at work de- 
signing a better and nobler world. I have had a 
ride on Richard Reyem's interstellar stagecoach. I 
have seen the perfect day and will do my share to 
hasten it on earth.*' 

Thou wilt realize that the senseless, horrible, end- 
less, monotonous reproduction of human savages 
must cease. 

How glorious the future of humanity in that dis- 
tant day when manhood has evoluted to Godhood. 

And now, dear mortal, we are nearing the main 
trail, where the story proper begins, in the "Village 
of Sarinor." 

I will confide to thee that our story is a sequel to 
"Twenty Thousand Trails Under the Universe,"^ 
written by the Author in 1916 and published in 
1917, his pen started and inspired by an incident 
indelibly written in his brain. 

His humble pen is a free lance and will never 
be used for selfish or hypocritical purposes. 
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He will never sell a column to the devil or the 
enemies of the people, nor will he top a front page 
with the slogan: '*I am the voice of the people! 
The voice of the people is thfe voice of God!" be- 
cause he IS not certain that it is, and holds a mental 
reservation in the interest of eternal truth. 

And now, enthusiastic traveler, I didst beshrew 
and counsel thee much and thou hast hearkened 
faithfully. The trail is blazed for thee, forget all 
mortal care, fold thy tent and on thy way. Mark 
well the trail when incidents of the day draw thy 
attention elsewhere. My domain is vast, but I'll at- 
tend thee unseen. Shouldst lose thy way dr be per- 
plexed, then rustle the leaves of this book and whis- 
per the magic word "Cerebroism" and I'll hasten to 
thy page with light and comfort — ^behold! Yon- 
der lies the village of SARINOR! 



PRELUDE 
Part n 

THE VILLAGE OP SARINOR — ^THE CEREBR015TS — 

RICHASD RETEli 

Iif THE enchanted region twelve mfles sooth of 
Sleepy Hollow — ^immortalized by Washington Irv- 
ing — ^lies the village of Sarinor on the beautiful 
breast of Nature. 

Here the Gods give many of their richest treas- 
ures birth and present MoAer Nature with her 
greatest glory and her most gorgeous dresses for 
her four seasons. 

Here the Gods come with noiseless celestial foot- 
steps to relax and play with supernal energies in 
this fairyland and to sow mental seeds that will 
grow and one day revolutionize the world of the 
mortals and dry the tears of humanity and brighten 
the sad eyes of liberty. 

This fantastic community lies close to the great 
spirit highway of the Universe. Many spirits come 
in from this ethereal amazon on visits, to revel in 
our world of matter, of beauty, music, song and 
dance. 

Here not many years ago the Cerehroscope was 
bom, conceived by these disembodied pilgrims and 

10 
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built by two mortal hands — ^the invention that 
thrilled the world. 

Sarinor is bounded by the Palisades on the west 
and Van Cortlandt woods on the east and south, 
where the voice of the Indian long ago has fled the 
earth, and virgin trees were outraged by civiliza- 
tion's cruel axe. Here not three hundred years ago 
the red man held his pow-wows in the heart of the 
royal deep wood, despairing at the signs and the 
hour when his race must bow to the dust forever 
on this continent and share the fate of the buffalo. 

Tis well for the white race that the Indian of 
1492 did not possess the resourcefulness and per- 
fidy of the civilizer, else Columbus might never have 
been allowed to reach Europe — ^the discoverer and 
funereal advance agent of this Indian race. But 
Sarinor was on the plan of the ages ; and the Time 
Spirit must set the stage for the Aryan conqueror, 
and must hasten, for scarce four centuries — only a 
day as the Gods count time — ^are left for the vast 
labors and mental tasks necessary to prepare the 
new continent for the fairyland of Sarinor. 

All roads now lead to Sarinor, even the turbulent 
river waters rushing down from the Catskill and 
Adirondack Mountains, run in from the Hudson to 
its brooks and coves, to rest before the last leg to 
sea, and to listen spellbound to the gossip, legends 
and miracles of Sarinor whispered by the daisies and 
flowers along the brook. 

The people of Sarinor are known as "Cerebro- 
ists.^' 

Their cult, culture, mode of life and system of 
human govwiiment is termed "Cerebroism" (brain 
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worship, and basic mind science). They are power- 
ful ultra-thinkers, reasoners, logicians; but intellect 
is no longer essential to them, since they have dis- 
covered the law of mind and know instantly, with- 
out thought, its application to human life and hap- 
piness. 

They know that a true soul is greater than intel- 
lect and higher than the most powerful reason. They 
have solved the riddle of the origin of the universe 
and know what life, mind and matter are. 

They are progressive, liberal and radical. They 
have progressed to a state — ^physically and mentally 
— ^where reason and logic is not necessary. They 
feel by instinct and know by intuition the great 
power and super-law above intellect, and greater 
than intellect. They have sensed the Deity and live 
in consonance with God. The Cerebroists are not a 
morbid or serious people. They are delightfully 
carefree, full of the great joy of living, are easily 
provoked to smiles and laughter and gifted with deep 
humor and wit, but have learned to spurn many 
worthless gifts of this world. 

They know 'Tiow low they build who build lower 
than the stars.'* They build only upon eternal law. 

They worship no man. They recognize not great- 
ness in men, their watchword is "God alone is 
great!" 

They are immortal and they know it. They have 
stopped feeding their souls on mental carion, unlike 
the world outside the gates of Sarinor. They 
would rather live on bread and water, dressed in 
garments of leaves, and be free to enjoy God's park 
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— Creation, the Universe — ^than to be slaves and 
cogs in a soulless industrial civilization. 

They have a marvelous government and wear 
beautiful artistic clothing. They are not cranks nor 
extremists. They have discovered over ten thousand 
laws of Nature, whereas the world outside of Sari- 
nor knows of only 602. They know of five thou- 
sand basic elements of Nature such as iron, copper, 
lead, gold, silver, hydrogen, oxygen, radium, helium, 
nebulum, etc. ; the world outside knows of only 92. 

The Cerebroists are on friendly terms with the 
inhabitants of our neighboring worlds, especially the 
worlds circling around the nearest star, "Alpha 
Centauri," distant twenty-six trillion miles from the 
earth, from whom they have learned many solar se- 
crets and acquired the cosmic vision. 

The Cerebroists know their next life is to be lived 
in a perfect world, and are in close touch with it. 
jrhey do not attempt to force their knowledge or 
mode of life on co-earth-dwellers outside of Sari- 
nor, because they know that thousands of genera- 
tions must pass to change the formation of the hu- 
man skull and to ripen humanity by experience — 
trial and error — for the ideal existence on the earth. 
They abhor the violence of mankind. 

From one of the worlds circling around "Vega** 
— ^the blue-white star of rare beauty and brilliance 
in the constellation of Lyra, distant two hundred 
and sixty trillion miles — ^they obtained the knowl- 
edge of "Spirit projection." By means of a nascent 
force released by a spirit gland during sleep and by 
a mental process in the cerebellum of the brain, 
they project the conscious perfect spirit body from 
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the flesh. Cerebrizing and cerebration of the brain 
then stops instantly in the body and the spirit may 
come and go at will. The spirit then may travel at 
a maximum speed of a thousand light years per 
second. The speed of light 186,000 miles per second 
being insignificant or like standing still in compari- 
son. However, Cerebroists on earth do not venture 
very far in the universe during their suspended ani- 
mation trances, as inexperience and lack of universe 
charts have resulted in several fatalities — the spirit 
not returning within the limits of time set by Na- 
ture. However, as the body is only considered a 
mere temporary shell for the immortal spirit, these 
occasions cause little comment at Sarinor. 

The Cerebroists are incarnated, luminous minds 
shedding light. G>nstructive dreamers, practical 
idealists, refining culture to its highest possibility. 
Each reincarnation a wonderful adventure — ^life the 
greatest possession. The "Biography of God," their 
greatest book. To flit from world to world like 
bees from flower to flower with eternal summer in 
their souls, freed from the iron fingers of time on 
one planet, they appear on another with the fervor 
of youth, to flourish as the grass and fade as the 
leaves of the forest, their souls remaining ever 
green. They leave a body behind on each world or 
plane inhabited by them and return to it at will, 
materializing and reincarnating into its dust and re- 
vitalizing the ashes of death. 

The temples of man, the Parliament of man, the 
Union of Nations are nothing to them compared to 
the temple of eternity they build within their souls. 
There are no privileged classes, no monopolies, no 
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misrepresentative men, no injustice, no terrors, no 
horrors, no capitalists, no slaves, no sad-eyed mor- 
tals in a Cerebroist community. When the last 
word is spoken on the earth, the word "Cerebroism" 
shall re-echo from the celestial vault. Cerebroism 
will become the law of the land, the law of the sea, 
the law of the air, the law within and without the 
earth. It is the law of Truth, the law of Love, the 
law of the eternal God-head. The law of creation, 
the law that disciplines an erring law of nature and 
restores the harmony and balance of a runaway 
universe. 

It was at Sarinor that the first invisible cable 
through the universe was conceived, and here the 
first radio-wave message from other worlds was 
received and transmitted. Here at Sarinor where 
the Magna Charta of the Soul and Mind was re- 
ceived, transmitted from the God-head. Here where 
the protest against the "Principle of Death in Na- 
ture" was written and transmitted to the Supreme 
Court of the Universe in the space deeps. 

But lest I be suspected of being a p^id propa- 
gandist to hasten the millennium on earth, or of a 
criminal attempt to bring sunshine and hope into 
the lives of the masses on earth, outside of my 
beloved "Sarinor," I, Richard Reyem, Leader of 
the Cerebroists of Sarinor, greet you and bid you 
follow to other scenes and other interests, so that 
you may add to the picture galleries in the millions 
of cells in your brain and realize what a myriad- 
minded soul you are. Let me be the mariner to 
guide your soul through the uncharted, unfathom- 
able cosmic and mental sea. 
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I swear by the power that hung the earth upon 
nothing and made Sarinor the pointer to magnetic 
government, that I can lead you to the Soul-Pole of 
the Universe, let you sit in ecstasy for a moment 
on the Throne of the Universe, get you a friendly 
handshake with the hand of Father Time if you are 
heaven-daring and your imagination of unlimited 
capacity and your reason guaranteed against totter- 
ing and collapse. 

Lights! Let's go! 



The Deer-Smellers of Haunted 

Mountain 



CHAPTER I 

THE INVITATION — ^ARRIVAL AT CAMP 

IT is evening at the Reyem home at Sarinor. A 
log fire in the open hearth is exhausting its 
efforts in smoke production in competition with 
my favorite pipe. Yes, I love good tobacco and I 
am behind the pipe, seated near the fire, for it is late 
in October. The period is during the great World 
War. Some evil spirit must have sprinkled insect 
powder on the skin of this world — for human in- 
sects are dying like flies in this visitation termed 
'"War." Epidemics of flu, typhus, plague, justice, 
cooties, and liberty scourge die crust of the earth. 
The birds tmder the eaves outside are discussing 
the high cost of living, unprecedented rise in rents 
and war prices in general outside of Sarinor. The 
fireflies are heedless of the Tuesday "lightless night" 
order. Pete and his mate — ^the squirrels — ^have 
made the daily leap from the big tree to the roof 
and are busy making their beds in the attic and 
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counting their store of food. Their secret is safe 
with me. Food Director Hoover shall never know. 

My telephone, a tireless servant, bossed by the 
United States Talk Trust, is ringing like a church 
steeple, calling the profiteers to account and the 
meek to prayer. I suppose FU have to answer the 
darned thing. 

"Well! Hello— hello! Yes, this is Sarinor 3488 ! 
Yes, this is Richard Reyem speaking!" 

The voice on the phone : "Hello, Richard! I am 
organizing a small htmting party for a little recrea- 
tion and relaxation, and want you to be one of the 
party. Have you ever hunted ?" 

"Oh, yes, mostly small game," I answered jok- 
ingly. "I am considered one of the best all-round 
vermin hunters at 165 lbs. ringside weight. Is that 
class enough?" 

The voice : "Now be serious, Richard. I have in 
mind a big game hunt, you know, a real man's sport. 
Oh, Richard, the open sky, the long narrow over- 
grown trail, the camp-fire, the howl of the timber 
wolf at night, the trackless forest, the starlit heav- 
ens overhead, the crack of the rifle, the leap of the 
wounded deer, shooting salmon on the leap, track- 
ing the wild birds by the wake in the air." 

"Stop!" I shouted in the phone. "Do you want 
to bum up my phone ?" But the voice continued : 

"Ah, Richard, if you have any red blood left, 
or poetry in your soul, if you have any more ro- 
mance or adventure in your system, you will join 
us. We leave Wednesday and will pass Sarinor 
about four o'clock in the morning, before daylight/ 
gs we expect our machine to make Blue Mountain 
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and Bloody Gulch, our camp, via Wellstown, before 
night overtakes us, about 296 miles." 

I finally managed to get a word in edgewise and 
said: 'TU tell you, Jim! Vd like to make the 
trip, but — and I'm sorry to disappoint you." 

The voice: **0h, dam your business; ours has 
to suffer too. If business interferes with hunting, 
give up your business. If you died you'd have 
to give it up, wouldn't you?" 

Finally I agreed to accompany the party, to be 
sociable and to save the phone from further attack. 

"Have you a hunting outfit ?" — ^my friend renew- 
ing the attack. 

"Yes," I parried. "I have a pair of fairly good 
C)res, though they've been used a good deal ; a pair 
of size thirty-one legs, a nose that can scent trouble 
a mile off. As for a gun, I don't need any. I want 
to live and let everjrthing else live, except I am 
called upon to save your hide from a ferocious 
chipmunk." 

My friend laughed and assured me: "Oh, Rich- 
ard, when you get a whiff of venison chops prepared 
by our guide you'll get the hunt idea. You'll be- 
come as primitive as an Indian. You'll answer the 
call of the wild all right." 

I ventured to say: "Do you hunt with dogs?" 

He answered : "Our guide is the best one in the 
North. He will take us to the game. He has all 
sorts of hounds and ferreting outfits for moose, 
caribou, deer and bear." 

I suggested: "Please plant a few lizards and 
wooliwoof s for my personal combat. I think they 
are my size." 
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With instructioiis to meet him next day at the 
Abercrombs and Litch Sporting Goods Store in my 
friend's own home town, I pot the telephone to 
bed for the nig^t, little dreaming that tiiis incident 
would go down in history as the pivoting point 
around whidi revolved the fate of the world and 
civilization. 

♦ ♦ a|K ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

At the appointed time I met my friend, and after 
two hours of shopping I was the possessor of a pair 
of high, water-proofed shoes with a mile of lace 
cords, peacock-colored socks, a mackinaw, a colored 
hunting-suit, cartridge belt, a trusty rifle, a bowie 
knife, a revolver, packages of ammunition, alto- 
gether amounting to about two hundred dollars. 

On the way out of the store my friend spied a 
game-bag and ^carry-all,'' which I purchased under 
his wise guidance, for he believed himself an ex- 
perienced huntsman and backwoods villain, and I 
only a tenderfoot city man. 

Wednesday Morning at Sarinor 

After spending half the night packing for the 
wonderful adventure and allowing my imagination 
and fancy the greatest freedom — for anticipation is 
always much greater than realization — I finally got 
to sleep, and oh! the menagerie that passed in the 
night, the deep canyons and ravines I tumbled into, 
the happy hunting grounds and dreamlands I pene- 
trated are beyond description. Alladin never had a 
look-in, I am sure. 

I awoke at 3 A.M. and got up, for fear of being 
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late. The moon was high up and the rascal was 
fuAi. I lugged my load of artillery and supplies 
to the porch outside the house to avoid delay, left 
the address of my destination on the table, kissed 
my sleeping wife and children, locked the door, and 
awaited the arrival of the mighty hunters. 

Could I have peeped into the future only fifty 
cents* worth, this so-called pleasure trip would never 
have been started by the sacrifice of a night's sleep. 
I open the door and invite my camera to join the 
hardware club on the porch, thinking of the picture 
the tons upon tons of unfortunate game will make. 
Incidentally I add a collapsable drinking cup, razor, 
and first-aid kit for the wounded to my art collec- 
tion. If the gang don't arrive soon, I'll have the 
piano and graphaphone out here next. 

Five o'clock ! I am still waiting. The earth does 
the corkscrew dance in her orbit around the sun at 
the rate of eighteen miles per second, and has run 
off about one hundred thousand miles while these 
slackers are galloping the gasoline horse to Sarinor, 
comparatively aroimd the comer. 

I stick my nose into the house again to warm 
up, for October has surrendered to cool November. 
I look upon my slumbering family, and wonder if I 
am not an "innocent abroad" or if I will ever see 
them again, as accidents happen even to old trap- 
pers. I realize my hunting suit is about the color 
and camouflage of a nice fourteen-point buck deer, 
and I sniff the remote possibility of having a nice 
suit spoiled, to say nothing of my meat 

Six o'clock! The sun is coming up in the east 
Day is breaking. At last! A noise like an Erie 
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Railroad engine climbing a grade enters the block. 
My guess is right. It's "The** party in a fif ty-mulc- 
power machine, loaded up like an army truck. Guns, 
leather packages, gay-colored clothing, caps and 
mackinaws everywhere. The party reminded me of 
a caste of comic opera villains or cheap movie actors 
in a drama, *'Why Men Leave Home." 

The noise and chatter and explanations of the 
delay — due to a "sick tire" — awoke the neighbor- 
hood. A policeman appeared from his hiding 
place, saluted, and said : *'What have you got here, 
a bunch of new-laid immigrants for our national 
nest ? What are they — Sahibs, Khedives or Zulus ?" 

I saluted him with a wink and a good cigar. My 
wife appeared with a pair of auto goggles and the 
last call to be careful. 

Our party is finally set and the pack built in 
around us by the official packer and window-dresser. 
Midst the merriment and revelry and a wise old 
smile from the police force, the freighter began to 
snort and off we were to what seemed to me an- 
other world. 

The neighbors peered after the caravan from be- 
hind the shutters and screens as if they feared an 
enemy advance guard. 

My thoughts now were of the poor unfortunate 
animals who would have to give up a happy exist- 
ence to furnish sport for our band of blood-thirsty 
dare-devils. To hunt grizzly bear, face a pack of 
hungry wolves or comer a cougar in his lair and 
make him sign peace terms with God surely is play- 
ing fair. It is a sportsmanlike chance, either the 
bearcat or yourself dies — ^like throwing dice. 
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One of the party, Web, now begins to breathe 
and sajrs : *'Are there many rabbits near our camp ?" 

*'No, too many fox ate 'em up this year," was 
the decision. 

'Many partridge?** 

Too many fox hunting the partridge — ^though 
Joe got a partridge last year,** was the vote on this. 

Another chirps : **I saw a big red fox leap thirty 
feet from an old tree stump to get a partridge last 
season.*' 

I remarked: *'Hm! That so? It*s going to be 
a fine day, I can see that. Ain*t that pretty good 
exercise for a fox?" 

He said: "No, they do better than that when 
the)r*re hungry.'* 

I failed to understand why an "all-in** fox should 
show more agility than one fresh from training on 
"Qiicken-a-la-king." Still, I was only a novice 
without knowledge of forest life or wood and fox- 
craft. 

After we had rolled off about ten miles some one 
inquired: "Did you have much trouble obtaining 
your Hunting License?** 

I gasped: "A what license?** The machine al- 
most left the roadbed when I told them I didn*t 
know we were going peddling and was without the 
legal document. 

Then another discovered that his wife had failed 
to put his license in his coat pocket, so we did a 
right wheel back five miles to a village clerk, and 
on payment of one dollar and ten cents per license, 
and being mugged by the Bertillion system, like 
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yeggmen, as to color of our eyes, hair, height, 
weight, etc., we slunk off. 

One of our party discovered that his license num- 
ber was thirteen, and insisted on buying a drink — 
a ruse to get out and purchase a rabbit's foot charm 
to counteract the evil influence of the dreaded hoo- 
doo. Occasionally during the day I observed flocks 
of birds in beautiful formation on their way South 
with unerring instinct. They show better judg- 
ment than we humans, and once I noticed a hawk 
attacking a bird in the rear, wondering why birds 
too allow the devil to take the hindmost. 

Reaching a distant town, the driver stopped to 
give a dose of medicine to the motor, which showed 
signs of rheumatism. My private opinion is that 
he's spied a saloon somewhere, and soon an allied 
conference at a bar followed. Our refreshment 
seems to have put new life and vigor in the jaded 
motor — on the principle of a man drinking gin for 
his wife's kidneys — as a command of a motorcycle 
policeman to "pull over and stop" interrupts the; 
speedometer's fine work inside of the town limits. 

One of our party (under the Sobriquet of 
"Shootie") tried a new one on him, but in the end 
Justice and the majesty of the law prevail, and the 
officer was slipped a box of badge polish. How- 
ever, the iron horse is saved from captivity and we 
agree among ourselves that the driver's cocktails 
will go into the radiator the next time. 

Now the best- fed man wants to know: "When 
do we eat?" 

I said mockingly: **Why, we haven't killed any- 
thing yet." 
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''Well ! My stomach thinks my throat's cut," and 
he began to ransack the pack for lunch alleged to 
have been made up by his wife, but a half-hour's 
search did not disclose its latitude. It was "some- 
where in the car," not yet outflanked. The car 
meanwhile leaping on in its mad career towards the 
seting sun, far from civilization. 

Our faces much improved in color, burnt by the 
air and sun, hardly classes us as palefaces as we 
enter forest roads once inhabited by the red man. 

"What's the matter with the headlights?" we 
shouted simultaneously as the machine lurched along 
in the dark along a deep ravine. Luckily the brakes 
know their business. We struggle out of the pack 
and leap onto th^ soft mountain road. One wheel 
IS clean over the chasm, the other three are safe 
on the ground. The lights had gone out suddenly 
and left us at the mercy of blind fate. We thank 
our favorite stars for the good luck. In another 
second we would have been dashed over the brink 
of the abyss to certain death, but for the loyal 
brakes. The man with the rabbit's foot is busy 
thinking. 

We get him out of his spell to help chop down a 
young tree for a leverage to pry the car back on 
terra-firma. We lighten the load after getting some 
light on the job. 

The moon is too low down to be of any help to 
us. A pair of green eyes — the property of a noc- 
turnal beast of prey — are peering through the thick- 
ets at our show. 

He has a free ticket, pays no war tax, needs no 
usher or music. We are crude stage managers with- 
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out a press agent for our first night, though curtain 
time is about right. 

At last she's back on the road and we are off as a 
ship that passes in the night, slow but sure, with 
little wind, our crew saved from shipwreck, but as 
thirsty as sailors. Our headlights are out of com-i 
mission, but now the moon, with the aid of a pocket 
flashlight, enables us to feel our way. 

The lure and music of running water in the gorge 
below haunting us like thirst mad men in a desert. 
Even the radiator is thirsty from travelling in low 
gear up the steep mountain grades as we feel our 
way through the unknown dark. 

What a task God must have had to feel his way 
through the dark universe before the "creative 
week" the old-fashioned book speaks of. Our wind- 
shield is wide open for better vision, but to say 
that the driver is not taking chances is not telling 
the truth. But not a hair on the rabbit's foot is 
touched as yet, though probably turned gray from 
the suspense and anxiety. Every living thing in the 
car, yes, every microbe is on edge. The tension is 
almost sufficient to set off the gasoline. 

My kingdom for an aeroplane! The driver's 
heart is an inch from his tongue — I feel sure. The 
fellow owning the car must be thinking of his in- 
surance policies and if he'll ever see his little Nell 
again. I am sticking close to the running-board. 
One can cut the silence with a knife. All bets or 
predictions on the outcome are off. Not even a 
chauffeur's usual boosting of his car breaks the 
spell. I feel that if this were only a "Tin Lizzie/' 
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we could trust it like a horse. But "Alas! it*s a 
regular auto." 

Now into the night bursts sighs of relief that 
shiver the zodiac and almost start a hurricane. 
Through the leaf-bare trees a lone light sends its 
beams to welcome us. **A mountain settlement, as 
sure as taxes !" 

We are strangers in a strange land at a strange 
hour. 

I wonder if we will be mistaken for bandits or 
Mexican patriots? Surely we are in no condition 
for a "surprise attack." Soon we get a "close-up" 
of a sleeping, snoring village. A dog saunters up, 
looks at us like a cat looking at a king, turns his 
back on us like a "Premier of Heaven," and sneaks 
off to the "Legation of *his* Universe." It's even 
too cold for a dog to be out. 

The silvery moon is rolling away from this 
haven of rest and inertia toward his haunts in the 
foothills of the universe, beyond a friendly screen 
of clouds. To make matters interesting, the gaso- 
line decides to give out. 

We finally aroused a native, who cared for the 
freighter for the remainder of the night. He hap- 
pens to own a "Tin Mountain Lizzie," and on pay- 
ment of a royal ransom he agrees to drive us eight 
miles to the camp — our destination. 

The "Tin Lizzie," like himself, must have been 
bom and raised in these mountains, for it is as sure- 
footed as a mule. We arrive in camp about the 
hour that Romeo used to tear himself away from 
Juliet, but personally I would not give ten cents to 
be a sock or glove on Juliet's hand. 
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A lantern hung on a tree in the lumber road by 
an old guide who had been expecting us for many- 
hours flares up angrily at the belated party. The 
guide has detected the snort of the cut-out of the 
'*iron mountain goat" and greets us cheerfully. 

He leads us to the dying embers of a fire and we 
hover over it like moths, to thaw out our frozen 
wits and to warm our souls to the bone. 

Prompted by our carnivorous and herbivorous 
instincts, we surveyed with deadly accuracy the scen- 
ery around the eating department of the caravan- 
sary. A fern plant in a flower pot shivered for its 
life, a' stuffed hawk eyed us fearfully, the door- 
knobs, hinges and hardware rattled with terror, an- 
other instant and we would have devoured them but 
for the presence of mind in the old guide, who 
offered to chaperon us to the feed-bags. 

Between munchings and bites, and snarls, we be- 
came aware that the guide was attempting to tell us 
something. Saliva and bad news don't mix well, 
but finally we "get him" — ^using the slang of the 
day. 

He said: *The hunt starts at five-thirty in the 
morning. There are twenty-six altogether now in 
camp to start the 'drive' for the first day of the 
*deer season.* " 

No doubt our friend with the rabbit's foot has by 
this time figured out that twenty-six is twice thir- 
teen, and therefore twice as unlucky. The super- 
stitious one remembered that he had promised his 
wife to drop an "arrived safe" postal card imme- 
diately on his making camp, but is told the nearest 
rural letter-box is at the railroad terminal thirty 
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miles south, and to send his message by the mental 
route, as he is preparing his hibernating quarters. 

A dog sleeping near the fire growls at me for 
disturbing his watchfulness, but the guide knows 
the brute don't bite, and I know he don't bite, and 
if the dog knows it too, all will be well hjere this 
night. 

Now I lay me down to sleep in my bunk, but my 
nose scents an extremely loud odor of canon. I 
discover a lumberjack sleeping nearby with shoes of 
the "iron mask" variety fitted permanently to his 
anatomy. The aroma is sure death to a sensitive 
bloodhound. However, I welcome its narcotic ef- 
fect and soon my physical body lies motionless and 
unconscious in my bunk. 



CHAPTER II 

THE PROFESSIONAL DEER SMELLERS 

MY spirit did not roam far this night from my 
body, for in about an hour the official waker 
went through camp like a bull moose to vote, and 
nearly shook the lives out of us. His reveille — 
"You got-a-get up !" — resounding resonantly on our 
ear drums. 

"Get ready to take the run-ways!" echoed 
through the woods. One of my party half-awake 
mumbled: "Tell it to your grandmother!" 

I threatened with : "FU tell it to the world !" 

Now the entire "deer drive" party of twenty-six 
human souls, in their full imwashed glory — ^the 
whole human zoo, comprising all the traits of the 
zoological circle, gorillas, bullocks, asses, wolfs, fox, 
lions and apes — sat down to a frontal attack oil 
flapjacks and "unexcelled cuisine" and substantial 
lumberjack grub." 

A fine bunch of roadagents !" whispered the su- 
perstitious one. "I think Til bury my purse and 
watch." 

A brave old lion-faced guide, with a shaggy 
mane, and who had never worn a hat in his life, 
announced: "Get ready!" 

The guides and deer-drivers cautioned us to ab- 
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stain from smoking in the woods, as the game 
scented smoke for half a mile with the wind, and to 
limit talking to whispers. "And don't shoot at a 
noise, but wait till Ae full outline of a buck is 
visible through the trees. Don't shoot at fawns or 
a doe — ^it's illegal." 

However, from glances of the pirates, profiteers, 
privateers, buccaneers, outlaws, brokers, real estate 
agents, lawyers and undertakers, I knew they would 
shoot a fawn in a cradle on sight. There is enough 
cutlery, artillery and ammunition in this blood- 
thirsty crew to make Democracy safe for infants 
throughout the world, or to add Mexico to our 
corporation. But without officers and generals. 
Every man behind a gun is a rebel, not even the 
dogs of the chase know the word "discipline." 

The guides now split the party in different direc- 
tions to surround a mountain looming high in the 
vicinity of the camp. The drivers are off to the top 
of the mountain to bark and drive the alleged deer 
to the runways — ^the narrow lanes, subways, and 
trails used by animals during "rush hours" — ^when 
being pursued. 

While our party of hunters are taking their ap- 
pointed stations and watches around the base of 
the mountain in the runways to await and greet the 
stampeded and terror-stricken deer driven from the 
mountain and hilltops, most of them are lighting 
cigars and pipes or telling stories of a good night's 
work with the blackjack or a pen — same thing. They 
don't seem to know that the deer can slip by under 
their noses and give them cards and spades at the 
game, especially when the hunters' movements are 
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advertised to the spies and listening posts in the 
animal world. 

My first sentry duty is on a runway a quarter of 
a mile from the watch of our superstitious friend 
and not more than one mile from camp. I am abso- 
lutely alone. I am to remain till the guide calls for 
me — ^which he estimates will be about two hours. 

I am not to ask like a good sentry — ^"Halt ! Who 
goes there, friend or foe?" "Advance and give the 
countersign!" — ^but to blow the head off the first 
thing I see on legs trying to pass me. 

The guide admonishes: "When you hear a low 
whistle, that's me coming to you, so you will know 
it isn't a regular buck." 

I feel very drowsy, owing to lack of sleep, and 
I wouldn't do this pleasure work as a regular job 
for less than three hundred dollars per stunt. I felt 
a little disappointed; however, I was in the game 
and would go through with it. 

I was in Rome and would do as the Romans did 
— if they proved to be wolves I would howl with the 
pack so as not to spoil the serial. 

It is still dark in the woods, difficult to see more 
than ten yards. The sun is low down on the hori- 
zon — 3, dull red globe — ^the forest seems deserted, 
not a living thing in evidence. I feel the cold now 
after standing quiet. I have a ringing in my ears. 
I don't know if it's the peculiar stillness of the 
forest or loss of sleep that causes it. There is no 
wind. . 

I know there must be thousands of living forest 
dwellers near me, but they are still in bed. The 
night prowlers scared away on my arrival at the 
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watch. A bird is the first to say "good morning^' ; 
another answers one hundred yards off. The leaves 
are very noisy when shifting from one foot to the 
other. The frost has turned them up. There is a 
little snow on the ground and it quenches my thirst. 

A squirrel has spotted me and alarms the woods 
near me. In the distance I hear a crow, no doubt 
he has spied one of our men. I almost laugh aloud 
when I think of my friend's invitation "to hear the 
timber wolf." 

I resolve to play fair with the denizens of the 
forest. It is their home and I am an invader. I 
may shoot man's enemies but not his friends. I do 
not need the meat and conclude I will not harm a 
deer or bird. 

"Thou shalt not kill" goes for me this day. 

The "drive" is now on in full force. Every- 
where IS echoed the driver's barking — imitating 
dogs. 

The first deer hunt of the season ! The "law" has 
gone off at sunrise. 

It's becoming interesting. The dormant primitive 
instincts are asserting themselves. The forest seems 
alive. Shotguns and rifles speak in every hill. 

The game knows by this time that a general mas- 
sacre and round-up is on. That man for no reason 
at all has declared war on them. But Nature has 
gifted them with means to outwit man. But I fear 
for the very young and unsophisticated animals. 

I hear something heavy approaching. I pump a 
cartridge into the barrel out of the magazine and 
half cock the gun. I have not until now thought of 
bear, but bear means fight, and I see myself proudly 
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pointing to a bear rug at home. A chill creeps down 
my spine, the bear continues towards me. I see him 
coming fifty yards away. I drop on one knee and 
raise my rifle. I see the foresight on the barrel 
and realize that if my foresight was as good as my 
hindsight, I would be better oflf home a dam sight. 

I admit I am not feeling too good this morning 
and hope the bear is anemic, as I ain't just cocksure 
of my own red blood. I am not a battle-scarred 
veteran. Will I prove to be a real fighting ser- 
geant and go "over the top" with nerve and courage 
to spare, or a roll-top desk hero, with pockets full 
of laurels and other twentieth century things ? Who 
was it that said, "Oh, Lord, if you can't help me, 
please don't help the bear" ? 

"Well, ril be darned! What do you mean by 
lumbering through my watch when the drive is in 
progress ?" 

It's our superstitious friend! 

He says : "I forgot to take cartridges along and 
only just found it out, so what's the use of staying 
on my post ?" 

I gave him three cartridges and sent him back on 
his solitary watch so the guide would find him on 
duty. I feel better now, but my heart is still in 
high gear and the taxidermist will not get that rug 
job. 

I know that any animal without shoes will steer 
clear of me now, for our friend has stirred up the 
woods all around me by his forced and strategic 
retreat. Yet I do my duty to the "Snipers Union" 
by keeping awake. I don't want the guide to find 
me asleep at the switch, for it is the law of the htmt 
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that all meat is equally divided and no slackers are 
expected. 

Ah ! A fox is taking a chance to get the air. I 
see a gray tail and take it for a friendly squirrel in 
search of a nut, and really don't blame him for 
looking me over. But presently I see a big gray 
body attached to this tail, and before my shy and 
astonished 30-30 Winchester gets the tape ready to 
take his measure, he is in the next county telling his 
friends how he was attacked by fifty thousand two- 
legged giants with thunder and lightning arrows, 
with six hundred bullets to the left of him and a 
black-guard to the right of him — ^to the plaudits and 
bravos of his fellow artful dodgers. 

My best wishes go with him as I border onto 
slumberland and in my reverie recall the fables of 
my childhood days — ^which are so real in the beau- 
tiful world of a child. 

A rifle shot somewhere in the hills arouses me. 
Some distance down the overgrown trail I see some- 
thing up against a stump, but can't make it out. 
Stealthily I work tny way towards it and find my 
guide asleep. The diplomat has been enjoying a 
smoke and been sleeping here since he left me, I'll 
wager. Faking it and making easy money. He 
must have been to '*Noo York" some time in his 
life. 

I wake up the professional "Deer Smeller," and 
to let him down gracefully said: "I heard you 
whistle and came up." 

But for his overgrown whiskers, I'd call him a 
bare- faced liar, as he confidentially drones : "It took 
you a long time to get here after I whistled." 
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Taking the trail back, I saw him take a deer foot 
out of his pocket, press the "D" shaped hoof into 
the soft ground and wet leaves, pull it out, and then 
call me hurriedly, exclaiming: "See this fresh 
track? 

''He's passed here not more than a half-hour ago. 
A fine big buckl He must weigh over two hun- 
dred pounds." 

I feigned astonishment at this bull-craftiness, 
looked sheepish and apologized: "He must have 
been in his stocking feet. I didn't hear him." 

In a few minutes he put his hand on the forest 
carpet and says : "Warm ! A deer bed ! Deer just 
left ! Started him going !" 

However, I didn't see any blankets or night-shirt, 
so didn't believe it. Further on he picks up a few 
licorice pellets and promptly pronounced them 
"fresh deer evidence." I think he put them back in 
his pocket for future service. 

We trail the superstitious one, stripped him of 
his rifle, woke him up, and when he isn't stumbling 
over roots of trees, crashing through thickets and 
underbrush, he's busy swearing like an old refined 
Stradivarius violin. His rich, mellow, melodious 
vibrations are beautifully subdued. What perfect 
technique ! What masterpieces of strange language 
are bom in the solitude of this forest, as we trail 
along behind the guide to another mountain three 
miles further north. 

The scant snowfall has nearly all disappeared 
from the ground and there's nothing to drink. The 
guide exhibits a flask of moonshine whiskey, but 
being fearfully patriotic and it not having a revenue 
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stamp marked ''poison" pasted on it, I pass it by. 
Our friend, he with the oaths of a notary public, 
samples it, and for a minute it looked as if we 
would have to shoot him to save his life from the 
fit of asthma and convulsions of his non-copper- 
lined stomach. His eyes changed from blue to red. 

"One drink of that whiskey would make a kitten 
spit in a bulldog's face 1" he gasped at last. 

We reach the mountain about noon, and there 
in the depth of the forest met the entire party. 
"The rendezvous" prearranged in the early morning 
by the guides and drivers. Disappointment was 
written on every face. 

The guides and deer drivers chorused : "It's the 
first time that we didn't get a deer on the first 
morning of the open season," and scrutinized our 
faces for a "Jonah." The man with the number 
thirteen license fingered his gun nervously. 

The guides and drivers all agreed that deer signs, 
fresh tracks and beds were more plentiful than in 
the glacial age, and reported seeing hundreds of 
deer, but unable to get a shot. The hunters on 
watch — not being gifted with second sight — saw 
nothing. 

My guide then, at the psychological moment, 
nearly caused a lynching when he told "how I let 
a big buck get by." I smiled very loud and cor- 
roborated the assassin. Another guide reported see- 
ing a three-legged deer, "the same one I saw sixteen 
years ago when I shot the missing leg off him !" he 
drawls. 

This was no place for Diogenes and his lamp. 

The guides now build a camp-fire, boiled some 
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water, brought out the tin cups and plates from reed 
pack-baskets— carried on their backs — ^and prepared 
canned, condensed coflfee. We ate sliced salt pork 
and bread, smoked our pipes, and stretched our- 
selves on the mossy carpet of the glen for a little 
snooze, like outlaws of the sixteenth century way-* 
laying a rich caravan. 

This taste of simple life is pleasing. I softly hum 
the tuneful airs from the opera "Bohemian Girl," 
"I dreamt I dwelt in marble halls," "When other 
lips and other hearts these tales of love shall tell," 
'*The heart bowed down" — as my mind reviews the 
gypsy lore and the tales of exiles and brigands of 
history. In my dreams I see Robin Hood in Sher- 
wood Forest treating the sheriff to a mug of brown 
October ale. 

4e 4e 4e 4e 4e a|e a|e 

Once more the command of the guides puts the 
camp on its feet. Fires are put out to prevent a 
forest fire and we disperse to surround the base of 
this mountain. My watch this time is along the bed 
of a mountain stream, which the deer seek when 
pursued to cover the scent in the water. 

During the afternoon I heard two rifle shots in 
quick succession from an automatic rifle. My guide 
IS the only member of the party possessing this type 
of gun. I trail up to where I had heard the shots 
a half-hour ago and behold — unseen by the guide — 
a forest tragedy. A little fawn killed, its head 
chopped off and buried to conceal the crime. Its 
mother — ^a fine doe — ^lying on the ground, the victim 
of a murderous bullet. Two dogs fighting for the 
entrails — ^their reward. The guide cleans the deer 
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and hangs it on the limbs of a tree, out of reach of 
ground animals for the night. 

I trail back to my watch and before dark I hear 
the whistle of the guide. I questioned: "Did you 
see anything? I heard two shots." 

He drawls with unconcerned posture: "Nope! 
The deer must be feeding over in Haunted Moun- 
tain." He admits hearing the two shots, but thinks 
"they probably came from another mountain fired 
by a strange hunter." 

I kept silent about the unlawful murder and won- 
dered if game wardens really protected the game. 
No doubt they fear the enmity of the law-evading, 
crafty guides and forest dwellers. 

The guides are rounding up the party, and every- 
body is making for camp, tired and without suc- 
cess. We pass a native — not of our party — ^with a 
young buck wrapped around his back. 

At camp some wash up and some don't, on the 
theory "What's the use — only got to do it over 
again to-morrow." All hands sit down to a hearty 
and ample meal. After the debris and skeletons at 
the feast are removed, tales and hunting experiences 
are swapped. There seems to be a contest for 
blood-curdling narrow escapes. Some of the liars, 
when they reach their farthest North are outclassed 
and the exhaustion lulls them to slumber. Others 
start a poker game. A guide possesses a veritable 
barrel of pennies which are used as chips. 

A lumberjack plays a tragedy on an old accordion. 
I listen intently for the "howl of the timber wolf," 
as this — if anything will produce it — ^must produce 
the howl. "But nothing doing." 
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I feit disappointed and longed to scent danger 
and big game, but felt that this was all behind the 
traditions of these hills, ancient lore, and that noth- 
ing but harmless creatures inhabited this territory 
now. The exterminators with rifles had done their 
work. 

It is 8 P.M. My friends of the auto party and 
myself are now safely tucked away for the night 
under the forest moon. 



CHAPTER III 



ALONE ON WATCH 



THE SECOND DAY OF THE HUNT. FoUf o'clock 
A.M. We are awakened by the guide and told 
to prepare to "drive" a distant mountain and that 
we must be there on watch before daylight A 
hasty breakfast is disposed of. The moon is high 
overhead and the air is crispy, 

I stroll out into the dark near a crude rustic shed 
and in the moonlight a light automobile excites my 
curiosity. Blood on the running-board arrests my 
attention. 

I figure out that the guide probably has dragged 
the doe and fawn through the forest to the lumber 
road during the night and brought them secretly to 
the camp with the aid of the machine. The hidden 
storehouse was his secret as far as I was concerned. 

Suddenly a shot from our cabin rang out into the 
silent darkness. I feared a hold up or a fight had 
been inaugurated, or that someone's honor had been 
questioned — ^as if that were possible. The disturb- 
ance was traced to the rifle in the hands of our 
superstitious friend with the rabbit's foot. 

"He didn't know it was loaded. He only looked 
at it, and it went off !" he exclaimed excitedly. The 
bullet going through three partitions had narrowly 
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missed three or four men by a few inches. But a 
miss was as good as a mile. No one seemed to mind 
the incident, the guide assuring us "it was a regular 
occurrence." — "Nothing to it" 

Our friend, however, was scared stiff, and figured 
he must have killed at least six, and fully expected 
to decorate the end of a rope. 'Tm through with 
hunting!" he raved. 

I quieted him down, telling him he hadn't done 
any hunting yet, and to cheer up — ^the worst was 
yet to come. We have only searched for deer so 
far ; wait until the hunting starts going. Poor 
fellow, my s)rmpathy and prompt defense of him, 
like an ambulance-chasing lawyer, brought a heart- 
felt shake from his quivering digits. 

Now a hunter drifts in. He had been out all 
night in a canoe, with a jack-lantern on his hat, 
floating deer that come to the water's edge to drink 
in the dark. However, his just deserts is a hungry 
gut. No doubt, snares, salt licks, and traps are also 
secretly employed by these unfair forest dwellers. 

A guide offers to procure fresh drinking water in 
a bucket from a spring, but stops at a nearby creek 
instead. Many drink it, another washes his hands 
in it and others drink it a little later. Water is 
water, it seems. No wonder that armies were de- 
pleted by typhoid fever before the typhoid vaccine 
discovery. 

We are ready to take to the hills and depart 
silently in the light of the moon, twenty-six men 
all armed to the teeth, bent on murderous pleasure. 
What a mockery ! Our country is at war and here 
is a company of able-bodied men imitating a recon- 
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noitering patrol in "No Man's Land" guaranteed 
against danger or an enemy ambush, perfectly safe 
from machine gun and shell fire, electric wire en- 
tanglements, poison gas or liquid fire attack, gren- 
ades or mines. Twenty-six men alleged to be made 
in the image of God, not one trained in the gentle 
art of plunging a bayonet in a loved one's heart and 
firing a quick shot to release the bayonet from the 
bones. Our terrain is not littered with maggot-cov- 
ered dead. No woimded dying with trench rats 
gnawing at their poor bleeding bodies or wolves and 
vultures taking the farewell message amid the hor- 
rible stench of the battlefield of glorious man. 

Wonderful, cruel, scientific man, Dr. Jekyl and 
Mr. Hyde — ^valiant, brave, chivalrous, self-sacrific- 
ing in one mood, and more cowardly, cruel and vain 
than your gorilla relative, whom you despise and 
who is living to-day as you did a million years ago, 
when you fought fair, before you became a gen- 
tleman. 

Now one of our guides swears he saw a bob-cat 
or panther following our party— our zoo. I remark 
that it probably was a skimk mistaking the scent of 
our lumberjack for one of his own relations, and 
draw "first blood" on a laugh from the gang. My 
mind reverts to the breed of fearless, rugged, 
bearded type of manhood that is nearly extinct. The 
intrepid hunters of old who rid the world of dan- 
gerous beasts of prey before the days of gunpowder 
and made our world safe for democracy and multi- 
millionaires. 

The old lion-taming brand of men facing a lion, 
tiger or serpent with a spear, a combat to the death 
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without the encouragement of a wrist watch, is gone 
to return no more. The modem brand of lady- 
faced manhood will soon surrender world domina- 
tion to the ladies. God bless them. 

Now another darned fool don't know his gun is 
loaded and it goes off and peels the skin off his 
Adam's apple, which is as conspicuous as the breast 
bone of an embalmed, cold storage, sacrificial 
Thanksgiving Day turkey. A little first aid from 
the mountain dew booze bottle is applied, both ex- 
ternally and internally, and we resume our journey 
to God knows where. 

♦ 4e 4e a|e 9|e 9|e 

Strange, what thoughts are awakened traveling 
through a dark forest 1 "The hunt is the very first 
industry known to man/' Hunting is the first right 
of man. The fire, the cook pot, the hot meal, the 
kitchen all owe their origin to the primitive hunter. 
Liberty was bom in the forest and mind of the 
hunter. The hunt has developed man and made 
Mm ruler of the planet, hunting food and monsters 
made him an explorer, exercised his brain and made 
his muscles strong. 

•War*' is the survival of the hunt instinct. "The 
hunter a women's favorite lover," the provider, the 
"Santa Claus" that brings his wild lady the beau- 
tiful furs she craves, the hero of every legend. The 
hunter never submits to tyranny, he supports his 
rights by force of arms. 

Hunting tribes are the great nations of to-day. 
The right of conquest is the only right they know. 
The hunter dies a stoical death and consumption of 
the lungs is unknown to him. Like the Indian, he 
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breathes the pure spirit of the forest and bows to 
none but Manitou. A hunting nation is a sharp- 
shooting, warlike nation and can never be perma- 
nently enslaved. 

"For we lived by blood, and the Right of Might, 
Ere human laws were drawn, 
And the age of sin did not begin 
Till our brutal tusks were gone. 
And that was a million years ago.*' 

Langdon Smith's "Evolution/* 

A hunter is never oestitute and, like all hunting 
animals, does not cultivate or harvest, and yet he 
lives. His diet varies from terrapin to partridge. 
He works for no master and never eats hash. He 
belongs to no union, his work is his pleasure; his 
pleasure his work. He pays no rent. When he is 
over-taxed or displeased he cleans his rifle. He is 
the embodiment of the American spirit of 1776. A 
genius like Napoleon with an army of brawny, in- 
trepid, fearless sharpshooting hunters could conquer 
the solar system and drop the sun in its track. 

Our party has covered two miles and we halt for 
a brief rest. One of the party breaks the silence by 
interpreting a dream he had during the night. He 
brings astrology to his aid and fears the influence of 
a planet in his petty affairs. I confound him by 
exclaiming: *'I am a Cerebroist! Mortals consult 
men and stars. Cerebroists consult God, the Crea- 
tor of men and stars/' He gets back at me by 
salaaming and proclaiming me the "Emperor of the 
Universe." I prevent an unanimous acclamation by 
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a threat to make a gorilla their king, and in the 
spirit of fun continue: A gorilla is absolutely the 
bravest and fairest, boldest, most fearless creature 
on earth. He never lies in ambush, never hunts, 
and lives principally on fruits and berries and an 
occasional "would-be" gorilla kidnapper. Unlike 
hunters, he is not afraid of any living thing. He is 
King of the Forest. He is feared like lightning by 
all animals. He can clean up our party here in one 
round, every dissipated member of the club before 
the sound of the first gong. He is only half human, 
but fights his own battles. He seeks no trouble, 
but never turns tail. He advances boldly to an at- 
tack, never sneaks on you, roars to let you know he's 
coming. He accepts every challenge. He advances 
on two legs same as you men, beating his sixty-eight- 
inch chest like a drum with his hands in defiance. 

He stops to roar when within a few steps of you, 
like thunder, freezing the blood of his sparring part- 
ner to let him know that he don't want any unfair 
advantage. He scorns your weapons ; his eyes flash 
and unless you have an intelligent bullet ready to 
find his brain instantly, you're a gone goose. He 
snaps trees with his powerful hands like straws, 
bites off young trees with a snap of his jaws and 
here is where he is nobler than you human gorillas. 
According to big game hunters, he delivers only two 
blows— one that kills you and one that tears your 
bowels out. Then he is through, his workmanship 
guaranteed. 

He immediately plunges into the wilderness and 
leaves you rest in peace or to go to Heaven for 
repairs. He does not keep on hacking or mutilating 
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you for revenge or put you in a trunk and drop 
you off a bridge at midnight. 

He is a better man than you are, "Gunga Din.*' 
He won't eat you up or take your hide off or take 
your eyeballs for a trophy. He flattens the barrel 
of your rifle with his teeth. He hires no lawyer, no 
one sells him out, he sends no substitute. 

A gorilla is nearer to man than the average man 
knows. Big game hunters in Africa, like M. Paul 
du Chaillu, relate how they were moved when, hid- 
den, they observed a gorilla family sitting around 
like human beings eating their dinner in their forest 
home, and their little ones playing like childrea 

The mother suckles her young on her breast tend- 
erly, and more faithfully than many human mothers. 
Hunters have been moved to pity on beholding a 
yotmg gorilla running to its wounded, d3ring mother, 
nestling in her bosom, sobbing pitifully in the gorilla 
language. (See ''Wonders of Man and Nature," by 
Scribners. ) 

I tell you, when you spend a day in the slaughter- 
houses of civilization and see thousands of creatures 
go to their death every hour, see the rivers of blood 
flowing, see the degrading atrocities, see the tortures 
and rippings of these unhappy fellow creatures, you 
will realize that our race need not be ashamed of its 
kinship to the gorilla. With every mouthful of 
canon, you will understand that we are created more 
in the image of the gorilla than in the image of God 
— -camivorously speaking. 

We are to the gorilla what steel Spencerian pens 
and graphaphone needles are to iron in the ground. 

The guide : "Let's hurry on and get to our sta- 
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tions before daylight." Soon we pass the rushing 
waters of "Fawn's Leap." A hoot owl overhead in 
a big spruce tree don't know when he's well off — a 
human trait — and opens his mouth. Lucky for him 
we haven't time to g^ve the wise one a haircut this 
morning. 

We are in the stretch and soon I am left alone on 
my first watch for the day. 



CHAPTER IV 



A girl's voice 



I FEEL as if I had spent a half -hour with the 
devil. I am overheated and take off my macki- 
naw to cool off. My breath escapes like exhaust 
steam from a power house, but is no indication of 
power; however, it's cold and I soon put back my 
Esquimau outfit 

It's still dark in the forest. I keep a sharp look- 
out for deer, for they travel by night, and at day- 
light do a little feeding and make their beds. I 
didn't get this information from the deer direct, but 
from one of the oldest "Deer Smellers" in the camp, 
who knows all the deer by their first names. 
' Well, at any rate here I am again for the day, 
hunting the pacifists of the forest while men in civili- 
zation hunt for political power and issues. How 
beautifully they make the world over, out of old 
Dan Webster's dictionary, during each campaign. 
How unselfishly they plan to set the universe in 
jeweled sapphire bearings for our constituents. How 
cimningly the underground governments of the world 
wind the mainspring of the earth for the dear work- 
ing man and how efficiently they oil it for them- 
selves. 

What an inconsistent abortion is the political 
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party. "A lion leading a flock of sheep." The 
political headquarters a brain-wrought heaven for 
burglars. Unless the public brain and spinal column 
is reset by a first-class "trouble-shootin' " mental 
surgeon, the Cerebroists of Sarinor will have to 
''Stay up nights to protect God'' before the end of 
the twentieth century. What an awful calamity if 
this epochal epidemic of territorial expansion and 
fanatical love of cabinets for their fellow earth- 
dwellers were to spread civilization into space and 
contaminate the universe. 

Now a bird overhead begins to chirp and his 
"Peep, peep !" starts things stirring in the woods. I 
don't know what he's peeping about, but wish heM 
come down and take a good look and satisfy his 
curiosity. Daylight appears as he hops down and 
stops his infernal peeping. I throw him a piece of 
my lunch. He looks at it, then at me, as if to say, 
"What's the matter with it ?" He is suspicious and 
can't understand human kindness, like the lumber- 
jack in camp when I handed him a cigar last even- 
ing — I almost made an enemy of him. He sus- 
pected an ulterior motive, for cigars in the woods 
are about as plentiful as honest men in a city sky- 
scraper. 

Squirrels seem to be as numerous this morning as 
repentant sinners in the basement of a church on a 
Saturday night, waiting their turn in the confes- 
sional box to report their week's crop of new ones, 
promising not to do it again till the wind changes. 
Where the champion crook of the parish wears a 
fur coat and is listed to port side in "Bradstreet's," 
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acquiring his "unlimited" from selling the Brooklyn 
Bridge and the ocean to farmers. 

Where the gas-house gangster signs a pledge for 
thirty days not to steal the altar or the Saviour 
from the Cross, or where the little girl with sublime 
faith in the stranger comes for solace instead of 
the wedding ring. 

What a wonderful institution is a church ! What 
inspiring architecture ! What a relief valve for pent- 
up mental agonies. A depository for the low cares 
of earth. 

Truly the church is the "mud-guard" of kings and 
civilization. ^'Voltaire, Hume, Paine, and Inger- 
soll," the quarrels of these illustrious sons of man 
were with the metaphors, allegories, fables and 
parables of the church. 

Had these great men lived through the World 
War period when the madmen of earth, the insane, 
are attempting to put the sane in straight-jackets; 
when in every civilized street lurk beasts and mon- 
sters in human form; when the alcoholic punsters 
knock on church doors and demand to know, "If 
the Pope is at home and how is the Pope's wife to- 
day?" — ^they would have been among the first to 
realize how thin the veneer of civilization is, and 
would have volunteered their services as "war trus- 
tees of the church" and defenders of this great bul- 
wark of morality and decency. All altars in crea- 
tion are focussed by the same great spiritual law. 
As the island seeks the mainland, as those at sea 
seek the land, so does the human soul seek an eternal 
home-land, and until we can give humanity the great 
"direction-finder" and "position-indicator" it craves, 
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let us not kick the props from under civilization. 
Cerebroism knows they are all flimsy enough. 

If "it is easy to become a cardinal when the Pope 
is your father/* remember it is just as easy to be- 
come an egotistical fool when science is your mother. 

What was that noise? Tm glad something stops 
my day-dreaming. Oh, what a dainty little fawn 
is frolicking seventy-five yards in front of me ! Oh 

— ^well, ril be ! Her mama, the doe, is with 

her. I guess doe-fever has seized me. I haven't 
the heart even to look at the gun. I hate to be an 
eavesdropper on these ladies, but I know any little 
courtesy on my part would stampede them. 

I imagine I can hear the doe say : "Hush, Rosa- 
lind! Stop that noise!'' And hear Rosalind the 
fawn ask : "Mother, why are we always hunted and 
not allowed to live in peace?" And the answer: 
"Hush, child! He that set the stars in the firma- 
ment knows what is best for us." The fawn : "Yes, 
I suppose it gives us speed. Mother, what is your 
speed, anyway?*' The doe: "Well, you have fifty- 
seven stepfathers so far, my child, and I am still 
some siren !" "Mother, where is my father?" 

The doe: "God knows, child. I saw him last 
over in Coney Island Beechwoods, feeding young 
buds to a little red-headed doe and drinking cham- 
pagne like a whale." 

The breaking of a twig alarms them, but the keen 
scent of the doe detects a buck on a rampage. She 
tries to look her best and fixes her hair, and I swear 
I hear her vamping, "Well, I'll be joy-ridden if it 
isn't old 'Enoch Arden' come home at last!" 

Sure enough, it's "Enoch" with a broken section 
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of some other buck's antlers entangled in his own — 
lame ducks come home to roost. 

The doe : "Rosalind, come here. I want to intro- 
duce you to your papa, but (whisper) what a lucky 
thing the star boarder ain't hangin' round. Papa 
would need a foreman on his jury for his judgment 
to-night. Verily I say unto you, this is no place for 
a buck on a crutch.*' 

A low whistle announces the coming of the guide. 
I have been here three hours. 

"Have you seen anything?" he queries. 

I replied: "Well, not so I could strike an ac- 
quaintance." 

He says : "Perhaps you don't watch out good.*' 

I answered : "As a rule, I am too visionary, but 
perhaps you're right. I'm new at the game." 

"Well, come on down and I'll put you on an- 
other watch," he interposes. "You'll have better 
luck there." 

Pussyfooting along the trail and side-stepping 
every dry twig, he stops, points to a tree, and whis- 
pers : "That's a bear-measuring tree. See the bark 
eaten off as high as you can reach? Every bear 
that passes through this region stops and registers 
here. One of their secret codes. They stand up 
and bite the bark as high as they can reach. That 
tells the next bear his size. The bear is a highly 
intelligent animal. He lives on nuts, fruits, berries, 
wild honey from hollow trees, and foolish hunters." 

I thanked him for the information, but did not 
pause to register my size^ for reasons of state. 

Further along we came upon a crude hunter's 
cabin, with a latch-string door and a bed of straw. 
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The floor and walls are covered with deer skins 
and antlers, deer heads, squirrel and fox tails. 

The guide explained : "This is 'comical Brown's' 
shack. He was disappointed in love many years 
ago and has lived alone here ever since. If you 
run across him, don't mind him." 

"Why do they call him comical?" I inquired. 

He laughed. "Well, years ago Brown sold a fur 
dealer that used to come through here six mink 
skins, and four of them were black cat skins which 
he raised and palmed off for mink. And as a token 
of esteem they knighted him 'comical,' which is 
Lord or Viscount in forest gibberage. Many a war- 
dance IS held in there when 'Hawk Eye,' the half- 
breed Indian, makes his social calls. This trail is 
a warpath when they're full of firewater." 

Another half -hour's walk brings us to a clearing 
with a mountain stream close by, rushing down into 
a gorge. We cross a dangerous makeshift log 
bridge and presently face a log cabin. 

My guide whistles and calls : "Hello, Stephens !" 
A little wicker in the door moves and a girl's voice 



answers : 



He's out on the swamp trail. If you want him, 
shoot into the eagle's nest yonder. He'll hear the 
bell that's in it. That's how I signal him usually 
if it's anything important." 

The guide winked at her almost loud enough to 
disturb the woods, and I instinctively knew that I 
was not entitled to the revelation. 

Proceeding along the trail, he pointed to a spot 
and said : "Underneath the ground here runs a big 
oil pipe line for hundreds of miles through several 
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States, delivering oil from the wells to the distant 
refinery." 

Astonished to see a great transportation problem 
solved here in this wilderness, the thought occurs to 
me that ''big business," the engineer and the organ- 
ized labor of the world will one day solve the prob- 
lem of all production, and distribution of the wealth 
and food of the world. Statesmen, diplomats, and 
politicians will never accomplish it. 

Science, when applied to human government, will 
kill poverty deader than the hinges on a barn doon 

Some day the atmosphere of this world, as well 
as our houses, will have their temperatures regu- 
lated as perfectly as the stoves within the human 
bodies regulate our temperature. Some day the or- 
gans of civilization will function as marvelously and 
faithfully as the organs in the human body. When 
humanity has conquered the twenty-five hundred 
diseases it is heir to, it will learn how to conquer 
the innumerable diseases of society. As we live 
within our bodies, so shall we live in this larger 
body — our world. 

What a beautiful world this will be when man^ 
kind knows as much about the anatomy of God and 
the universe as it does about the human anatomy. 
When the dashing military toreadors are gone with 
all their heroics, and the red gore and blood of the 
poor human bovines of our day are covered over 
by the meteoric dust from interstellar space. 

I almost reproach myself for consenting to my 
birth in this early period of the earth. Why did I 
not postpone the event for a million years at least? 

Until this "tragedy mill," our world — which 
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grinds so slowly — is under new management When 
all the tragic and the tensest moments of the planet 
have been milled out. 

The guide, too, is absorbed now in deep thought. 
His brow is deeply furrowed. He stands off alone 
by himself. 

How alone thinkers, theory spinners, romancers 
and experimenters are in the universe! Strangers 
to their friends and kin. They walk the earth 
silently and unknown. They dare not talk. They 
fear the contempt of the world. The pen and the 
ink bottle their only sympathetic friends. When 
they gaze up at the stars and be)rond, they do it 
furtively, like hunted creatures — ^traitors to the un- 
derworld. 

Ah ! The mighty thought of the guide is animat- 
ing his face. He speaks : "What comes twice in a 
'moment,' once in a 'minute* and not once in a 
'thousand years'?" 

Ye Gods! What a thought. I am filled with 
remorse at the cheap opinion I had formed of this 
mighty man. I feared to approach the problem of 
working out an answer to his stupendous question. 

Finally I take the fatal leap and exclaim: "A 
four hundred-pound buck 1" 

He quivers with a victor's enthusiasm and bawls : 
"Nope! It's the letter 'M.' " 

The gates of Heaven had open^ed for a moment 
and closed with a bang. The squirrels laughed and 
chattered, every ant and beetle lay on their backs 
in the throes of convulsion. 

"You win!" I puffed. "But that's just like man- 
kind and your civilization. It's either a feast or a 
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famine. Nothing is uniformed except your soldiers 
and cemeteries. Uniformity does not belong in the 
realm of life." 

Again we plod along the trail, and pointing to a 
cross trail, the guide said: "A feller by the name 
of 'Duxter' was shot from ambush here because he 
tried to purchase these Government lands, prohibit 
hunting, and drive out the guides and forest squat- 
ters." 

I inquired: "Who did it?" 

He smiled in a knowing sort of way and related 
how a detective came in disguise to trace the crime, 
and how they fired a bullet through his hat as a 
warning. How they pinned a note on his door — 
"To-day it's your hat, to-morrow your brain." How 
the detective took the hint and left in his wake an- 
other unsolved mystery. 

"Over yonder," he pointed, "a guide was found 
dead last spring after the winter's snow had melted, 
and within ten yards of him a fine big buck he had 
shot before he died. The skeleton of the buck is 
still there. The excitement of the chase was too 
much for the old fellow's heart last autumn," he 
vouchsafed. "We hunted for him and passed here 
several times, without noticing him, and a heavy 
snowfall stopped the search till spring. 

"The sheriff marked it heart-disease and we buried 
him where you see the stick in the ground over 
there. 

"We are getting near the base of 'Haunted 
Mountain,' " he cautioned, "and now you stay right 
here on this spot till I call for you. Don't roam 
from this watch. It's dangerous. You'll get lost 
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in the wilderness. No one ever goes up Haunted 
Mountain, as the game don't inhabit it and an old 
Indian legend still scares the superstitious natives. 
Hard luck follows any one venturing up, besides it's 
almost inaccessible. However, if you get lost, travel 
till you strike water and follow the water always 
downstream, and sometime, somewhere you'll strike 
a settlement along its course." 



CHAPTER V 

THE MYSTERIOUS NIGHT RIDER 

ALONE on my watch, fascinated by what I had 
heard and seen this day, my mind conjures 
up strange theories and forebodings, strange hap- 
penings seem to cast their shadows on my sensitive 
brain substance. 

Soon my reverie is broken by the parading of two 
does along a patch where the sunbeams are filtering 
through the tall trees. Til bet a blond flea they are 
discussing a third doe to account for this reckless 
performance. I could have killed them both. I 
can imagine one doe confiding a public secret : "Oh, 
she only married him for his automobile and because 
he isn't home much, and I wouldn't tell this to a 
living soul, so listen : He has one foot in the grave 
and the other one on a banana peel. Yes, she'll be 
a rich merry widow in the spring.*' 

And I can hear the other hussy remark : "Well, 
what does he expect from *Macy*s*? Why didn't 
he go to 'Lord & Taylor's' for a bride?" 

Here in the forest, too, pride, envy and shame 
play their part. Here, too, live great souls and here 
are cowards who forsake their young in danger. 
Here are spies and enemies at every turn. Here 
the long-distance jumping flea backbites everybody 
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and the sociable fly drinks with anybody. The mi- 
crobe, bacteria, parasite and germ go hunting in a 
mountain of molecules, fall off atomic mountain 
precipices and break their feverish necks. 

Free competition. Dog-eat-dog democracy. One 
root of a tree against another for a moister or 
wanner place in the sun. Or brother against 
brother around the corner. Here, too, rivals are 
vanquished by larger organizations, like small oil- 
well owners or tobacco or drug stores in civiliza- 
tion. 

Here the piker is gobbled up too, like a poor 
millionaire by a multi-millionaire, or a multi-mil- 
lionaire by a billiraiaire. And here one tenant don't 
know the other. 

Here a crowned king and a head of cabbage are 
alike to nature. 

Here the spider spins his web and carelessness is 
paid for by death. 




CENTURY DEMOCRACY IN THE FOREST. 
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Here a detective, too, can shadow the unwary- 
honey bee to her hidden storehouse and abscond 
like a bank president with the treasure. 

But here are no trusts or monopolists to control 
the supply or price of food and life's necessities. 

Here a tin ear or a weak eye means a hawk, fox 
or wolf will foreclose your mortgage on life like a 
shark at the seashore or on the thirtieth floor of an 
office building. 

Here your master's voice and footsteps spell 
death. And here are secret codes and signals. Here 
are no taxes nor gas or water meters. 

Here the ants milk their cows and the beaver is 
h!s own boss, but every beaver is an expert me- 
chanic and not a rum-soaked incompetent. 

Here the insects have adopted socialism millions 
of years ago. 

Here, when an eagle flies, all he owns are on his 
back and fly with him, as free as the air, a thousand 
times more free than man ; for, next to a horse and 
cow, man is the most abject slave in creation. 

Here, too, living trees are fastened like slaves for 
two hundred years to one spot on the ground, like 
prisoners in dungeons or housewives to kitchen sinks. 

I light a cigar and puff the smoke, and in about 
three minutes up go the tails of the two deer, like 
white spotted paint brushes, in the air and they're 
off like a streak. Perfect smellers. They could 
make a living in the city tracing gas leaks for the 
gas companies or as roundsmen tracing policemen 
or late husbands and lost collar buttons. 

/ am sitting within the copyrighted book of 
Nature. 
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Every leaf in the forest is a page. On every rock 
is written a million centuries of history of the world 
and evolution, to be read in an hour by a modern 
wizard, sorcerer or necromancer that can rubber- 
neck back into the ages with his mental eye and 
microscope. The only book and history not written 
for gold, free from propaganda and selfish indi- 
vidual, racial and national motives. 

This book of Nature, with Life for a cover sketch, 
can only be correctly translated by its author — God. 
The greatest Author, Artist, Sculptor, Builder, Or- 
iganizer. Inventor, Scientist, and Promoter of mun- 
dane and ultra-ultra-mundane odds and ends. Every 
generation will read and interpret this puzzle-book 
of Nature differently. 

Here everybody is self-supporting except the 
young in the nests or in the dens under the tree 
trunks. There is no professional class to live on 
the toil of the workers. 

No dry goods store, butcher shops, no doctors, no 
ten-thousand-dollar operations in charnel rooms. 

"Here they live — ^in civilization they exist." 

Here are no advertising signs, "Go to Doctor 
Tond Extract,' the painless dentist." Here they 
live naturally and the style and models of teeth and 
tombstones don't change with the seasons. 

Here the queen bee don't parade her superiority 
or wealth. 

Here is the original open plumbing and no 
stopped-up sewers and filthy cellars. 

Here they don't crowd and there are no quaran- 
tine and epidemic officials; no Health Departments 
to regulate the size of windows; no "Denver" col- 
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lege yells— "Rah-Rah-Rah ! Will I ever get well— 
siz-bum-bah !" 

Here the cost of living is negative. You simply 
grab your lunch as it runs by, or follow it up till 
you're hungry and ready to devour it; no worry 
about dumping the water out from under the ice- 
box. 

Here are no financial, physical, moral or spiritual 
bankrupts. 

Here in the forest powder is put only into the 
guns, and not on faces or wigs of judges or the 
sprigs and branches of nobility. 

Here are no Halls of Fame or Halls of Shame. 
No legislatures or other trading centres. No slave- 
marts. Here every creature represents himself and 
then too runs like hell for safety. 

Here society does not go mad in dog-days and 
bow and scrape before royal pups. 

Here are no tuxedo or full-dress super-gentlemen 
dressed like headwaiters on a Hudson River Day 
Liner. 

Here like begets like and the fruit don't fall far 
from the tree. There are no imposing pretenders. 

Here a queen bee only rules for two or three 
years, then is dethroned. No old hardened artery 
hags nor nags wanted. And she must be a stranger 
to the hive to mix the blood. 

Here the young too make their "debut" and have 
their "coming out" affairs, and the ladies have the 
privilege to suffer the event. Here a young miss 
too needs a guardian and another guard to keep an 
eye on the guardian. 

Our party did not assemble for the noon "chow" 
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to-day. We are too fat apart Each man carries 
his lunch. I have long ago dispatched mine to the 
"mines" and "workshops" of the body where it is 
being converted into "energy." The millions of 
guests in the human body are always at the dining- 
room door listening for the hash bell like a country 
boarding-house. 

When I get back to Sarinor I think I'll draw up a 
petition to the "Board of Estimate and Apportion- 
ment of the Solar System" and the "Common Coun- 
cil of Our Constellation" and cause the railroading 
of a bill to declare the act of eating and stuffing 
the beautiful human body with a lot of dirty for- 
eign substances called "food" illegal and obsolete, 
and do away with the whole darned twenty-eight- 
foot entrail business. 

Yes, I think I'll go further and offer a resolution 
to do away also with the thirty pounds of blood 
carried around by every adult. To carry around 
two hundred assorted bones of a human skeleton is 
weight enough on a long trip like this to a freighted 
spirit. 

Gee-wittakers ! If all the vanished creatures of 
the dim past on the earth could arise again in all 
their glory suddenly, they'd crowd the atmosphere 
off the globe and the core wouldn't be left when 
they got through feeding. 

And what records from their little "think cham- 
bers" and what music of the ages out of the music 
rooms of their throats. 

The rifles in the hills have been scolding and 
talking back all day long, and though I enjoy the 
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solitude, I am tired and long for action — ^man loves 
motion. 

Soon I hear the guide calling me. I answer and 
make towards him. He gives me his location by 
firing a shot and I answer with a shot in the air. 

He throws himself on the ground for a brief rest 
and in a confidential tone says : "Well, how do you 
like the hunting game ?" 

"It's great!" I answered. I admit it's healthful 
sport and an ideal vacation for a city man. But I 
would like to experience a real "big game" hunt 
and feel the sensation of danger. However, I real- 
ize that means a long journey from home in other 
climes and I no longer have the "wanderlust" neces- 
sary to roam the African plains for man-eating 
beasts and crocodiles. 

He asked : "Did you follow my advice to-day not 
to ramble away from your post?" 

I wondered why he seemed more concerned about 
this watch than any of my previous ones, but at- 
tributed it to the dense wild country. 

At any rate I had made up my mind during the 
day that to-morrow I would find a pretext to re- 
main behind at camp and go it alone on a secret 
"still-hunt" to investigate Haunted Mountain and 
clear my suspicions. I had a compass in my outfit 
and now I planned to remain a little behind the 
guide on the return to camp and, unseen by him, 
blaze the trail with my bowie knife. 

As we neared Stephen's cabin on the return trail 
a bullet went through my hat as I stepped into view. 
Stephens appeared to be at target practice in a line 
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with the trail. He apologized and explained "he 
hadn't heard me coming/' My guide remained 
silent. At last I had a thrill of danger. I wouldn't 
have taken a hundred dollars for the hat — this 
souvenir of the hunt. 

We arrived in camp without further incident and 
joined the entire party. 

Two bucks was the net result of to-da/s hunt. 
One stretched out in front of the camp wrapped in 
a burlap bag protected against blue flies. The other 
just brought in on a drag — a, triangular arrange- 
ment made with limbs of trees on which the buck 
is deposited and dragged along the trails. 

The success of the hunt was reflected in the orgy 
at the camp. Everybody seemed as hilarious as 
wedding guests or mourners at an Irish wake, where 
they sing : "Why did he die ?" between drinks. 

Our menu provided venison chops broiled over 
the fire, and turned to retain the sap of the meat. 
Its flavor was much like good mutton. 

Now some of the men are cleaning the guns, while 
others are busy rubbing alcohol and liniment on ach- 
ing feet and odd human joints. 

4c 3|e 3|e 3|e 3|e 3|e 

The clatter of a horse's hoofs in the distance 
approaching our camp in the darkness is heard. No 
one is expected at this hour and all are curious to 
get a look at the lone night rider. 

He enters like "Fra Diavolo," the bandit chief, 
scanned every face at a glance and seems to know 
some one. His eyes meet mine and I return the 
gaze with equal confidence and the indifference pe- 
culiar to this wild life. 
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Finally he grunted, "Evening, Men!" and goes 
outside with one of the guides, conversing in an 
undertone. 

I presumed he might be the game-warden and 
forget the incident. The old lumberjack again be- 
labors the accordion and is musically declined by a 
roughneck throwing a glass of water on him. It 
didn't bother him a bit and his next selection was 
"The Meeting of the Waters," rendered asunder in 
a manner that suggested the Johnstown Flood or 
the Frisco Earthquake. 

He is as careless as a lucky prospector in the days 
of Forty-Nine, during the gold fever, trying to 
sneak away for home with his gold belt, when in 
every trail an assassin lay in wait. 

At last the heat of the log fire makes him drowsy 
and the "Luna Park Orchestra" ceases for the night. 

I retire soon thereafter to my own bunk. 

4e 4e 4e 4e 3|e 3|e 4( 

During the night, long after the camp had "hit 
the hay" — ^using a plebeian expression — I awoke 
from a terrifying and unusual dream. I slept in 
my clothes, owing to the cold and insufficient cov- 
erings. I arise to put a log on the hot ashes which 
now and then give birth to a spark. 

Suddenly I see the face of a half-breed Indian 
peer through the crude window. I reach for my 
rifle and rush outside in time to see him disappear 
in the direction of "comical Brown's" camp. 

Probably an attempt to steal a jug of whiskey, 
I thought, but the mystery deepens when my eye 
catches the impression twenty yards from camp of 
a dog dead with a knife in his carcass. 
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I awaken the old guide of the camp and relate 
my experience. He is silent, but finally suggests: 
"You go to sleep over near the fire and FU stay 
up for the balance of the night/' 

At four o'clock the guide awdce the camp to be* 
gin the new da/s hunt. 

I explained that I was too tired 'Ho make the 
hunt" and desired to rest up, but would probably do 
a little "still hunting^' close to camp. After my 
friends had exhausted their efforts at persuasion and 
the party had left camp, I rested till daylight. 

Arming and provisioning myself for two days, in 
the event I should lose my way, I set out, inten^ng 
to return before the party at night 



CHAPTER VI 



THE GREAT ADVENTURE 



THUS began an adventure which led to the 
clearing up of many forest murders which had 
baffled the skill of criminologists and famous de- 
tective agencies. 

But for this adventure, our beloved country 
would have suffered an invasion by the most cun- 
ning and powerful foe of history and our land held 
in the hollow of a scientific conqueror's hand, all 
of which was beyond my wildest dreams at this 
time. 

Without stopping to obtain Nature's signature to 
my search-warrant or the advice of the gods, I 
plunged into the gloom of the forest. I experi- 
enced little difficulty in following the blazed trail. 
I detoured around "comical Brown's" and the 
"Stephens" camps unobserved. At last I reach 
my last watch of yesterday, near the base of 
Haunted Moimtain. 

I proceed cautiously and mark my progress 
through the trackless jungle like Jack of the Bean- 
stalk — ^now and then crawling on all fours, like an 
ape-man over rocky ledges. I pass a patch of petri- 
fied forest — ^ancient trees flat on the ground, turned 
into stone, Kke "Lot's" wife back in the credulous 
stone age. 

69 



70 THE DEER-SMELLERS 

Another mile of the most difficult cliff-dweller 
acrobatics, my garments and skin bruised and 
scratched from the underbrush and briars, I lie 
down on the ground from sheer exhaustion. 

A noxious odor pervades the atmosphere. I ig- 
nite a match to light a cigar, when like a flash a 
jet of flame issues out of a crevice in the rocks. 
Terror-stricken, I realize that my match has set 
ablaze a natural gas orifice and that a gigantic for- 
est fire is about to start the greatest race for life in 
history. Quickly I throw my mackinaw over the 
crevice and cover it with dirt and manage to extin- 
guish the blaze. Had I fiddled away one precious 
moment, ''Nero's" bonfire would have been driven 
from the school books by the world's greatest ency- 
clopedia propagandists. 

Was this gas the source of the misty vapory leg- 
end, and did Duxter know of this secret? 

I make a rough chart of the location and stake 
the claim. I found my way barred by a steep rocky 
formation, and in seeking a pass suddenly find my- 
self in a cavern. I pause and search my mind for 
cavern data, as I think about the "Mammoth Cave" 
in Kentucky. Fortunately my electric pocket lamp 
is enjoying good health, but I hesitate to penetrate 
further. Ancestral fears of dragons and tales of 
monsters are intimidating the more modem cells in 
my brain. 

"How dare I venture, where angels fear to 
tread?" 

However, I plucked up courage and slowly worm 
my way along the cool and windy chambers, past 
dripping stalactites hanging from the roofs. Bats 
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alarm me, until I learn of their presence and nature. 

Now I enter another chamber and the path nar- 
rows down to a hole. I linger long enough like a 
regular union explorer to baptize it with a handful 
of water: "The Subway Gate.*' 

Through this hole I enter a large cavenu The 
darkness is the blackest thing I ever saw. The 
silence so awe-inspiring I can hear myself breathe. 
Objects illuminated by my flashlight take on forms 
like spectres in the distance. 

I feel ill at ease and regret that I allowed my curi- 
osity to get me into this uncanny predicament If 
the bulb gives out, I know I must perish in the 
caverns. 

What's that? I swear I heard noises like miners 
at work in the bowels of the earth. Perhaps it's 
only the tension of my nerves. 

Suddenly my blood nearly froze in my arteries. 

A voice resounding like thunder in the caverns: 
'Well! How do you like 'big game hunting' f'* 

The words contain all the taunts, malice and 
mockery of a soul fresh from Hell. 

Here in this tomb where I had believed mystlt 
absolutely alone, I had been trailed by my guide. 

I recognized his voice instantly. How did he 
recognize me in the dark? How did he get here? 

Instinctively, I knew I was a marked man and in 
deadly danger. Quickly I extinguished the light and 
changed position, fearing a shot in the dark. 

A duel in the dark was unavoidable and the first 
shot was the best. I raised my revolver to fire at 
the slightest noise or sign. I feared to retreat lest 
my movements betray me. 
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It was clearly a game of wits and he had the 
advantage, and I felt certain he knew every inch of 
the mountains and caverns in the dark. 

I decided to make one final bid for an armistice 
and from a friendly bowlder I propose : "Let's be 
friends! I know about the natural gas and will 
show you how to make some big money for both of 
us." 

Evidently he is securely entrenched somewhere as 
he sends his ultimatum : "Your game is up ! Say 
your prayers! You're not after gas, and I know 
of no gas." 

I took off my shoes and deserted everything, ex- 
cepting my knife and revolver. 

I speak again : "Why don't you fight fair ? You 
are more than a match for me in the open. You 
go out first and I'll follow you out." 

He retorted: "You are a scientific fox and will 
get away if I let you stall. I know how to hffnt 
and shoot fox. I shot a good many like you." 

I was perplexed, but it dawned upon me that he 
could hardly have taken the route I did in the dark. 
There must be other passages connecting with this 
cavern. 

Thinking he would expect me to retreat the way 
I had come, I noiselessly crawled deeper into the 
cavern. 

The strategy had worked. After crawling like a 
crab for about one hundred and fifty yards, I in- 
stinctively sensed he was not near me. 

I made my way into another chamber and walked 
upright. A slight suppressed cough tells me he is 
in the cavern I just left. 
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A half-hour more of this subterranean agony 
cruise through the winding channels of this ancient 
dried-up underground river and I press the button 
of my flashlight to get my bearings. I am in great 
distress, and out of the sleeves of my shirt I impro- 
vise a pair of soft moccasins. 

In the distance I imagine I see daylight. My 
progress is slow and I turn on the light only at in- 
tervals. 

Finally I come out into what proves to be the 
crater of an ancient extinct volcano, with steep walls 
which I could not hope to scale. 

I lost no time in finding a hiding place and made 
a bed of grass and crept into it with gratitude for 
the kind Providence that enabled me to outwit the 
man-killer. 

Realizing fully the danger my foolhardy adven- 
ture had led me into, I gladly would bargain away 
five years of my life for a certain delivery out of 
this man-trap. 

I felt much concerned over the fate of my friends 
at camp. Perhaps they too might be suspected of 
something in these mysterious bad lands. 

I figured my disappearance would alarm them— 
especially he whose urgings had induced me to throw 
in my lot into this expedition. 

That my whereabouts was safe with the man- 
killer, I did not doubt. But what were his reasons 
for this persecution ? Neither could I fathom *'the 
riddle of Haunted Mountain." 

Evidently it was not natural gas, but some much 
deeper and inscrutable secret, which I was now per- 
fectly willing should remain a "Sphinx" riddle. 
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The shades of night are slowly covering the 
crater, soon the stars will shine above the huge pit. 

I fall asleep, but my hair-breadth escapes and 
thrilling episodes of the day are mirrored in my sub- 
conscious mind and give rise to wondrous fantasies 
and unbridled visions. 

I awaken during the night and faint strains of a 
foreign national anthem, as if played on a grapho- 
phone on the deck of a ship at sea, float to my ears. 

My brain must be feverish. Phantoms seem to 
flit silently to and fro in the crater under the starlit 
sky. The crater seems alive with large lightning 
bugs, but it's too late in the year for lamp-posts on 
wings. The "big dipper" beckons to me high over 
the crater's mouth, its handle turned down, sym- 
bolizing perhaps that I have had my last drink of 
the bitter waters on earth and that the job of carry- 
ing my earth cross to calvary is nearly finished. 

What a yawning abyss between my crater bed and 
the star in the handle of the dipper ! 

Ah, but not greater than the abysses in the human 
heart and soul. 

A large form now appears to rise in the crater 
and disappears like a balloon in space. 



CHAPTER VII 

A GHOSt^S SPEECH TO HIS BODY 

THE LURE OF THE INFINITE is upon me! 
I hear the call of the billions of worlds spinning 
in the universe. 

I arrange my body in a comfortable position, re- 
lax every muscle, fix my mind and use my cere- 
brqic powers to project my spirit from my tired, 
pulsating body. 

The process over — ^which is only known to ccre- 
broists possessing special spirit glands within the 
body — I hover in spirit form over my body briefly 
to see myself as others see me. 

I must return, within the time limit set by God 
and Nature or forfeit my body. 

Nature, too, is not responsible for goods left in 
her charge too long. 

I inspect my body like a bread-line aristocrat in- 
spects a second-handed automobile in his garage. 

I address the organs of my body thus : 

"Good night, dear old pals! If the man-killer 
finds you to-night and I find you in rigor mortis 
and defunct on my return, I shall be very sorry. 
We have gone 'over the top' together for so long 
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that the bond of sympathy between us is very great. 
In every crisis we have been together — at birth — 
in fever and sickness; together we mounted the 
operating-table of life, remember how we first 
slipped into long pants together, and do you re- 
member how we met 'her* at the trysting place and 
how we made a fool of the multiplication table by 
making her and us 'one'? And do you remember 
how we grieved when one of the fairest of human 
flowers that we helped to create, 'Little John,' died, 
and the storms that raged within our good old pal, 
'friend Brain,' and how you — 'friend Heart' — you 
wonderful, faithful old pump, bleeding and nearly 
wrecked by the brainstorms in the garret, when it 
seemed as if all the volcanoes and monkey-wrenches 
on earth had conspired against us and were tearing 
and ripping our works ! 

"Ah, my dear 'old top,' friend Brain, only I my- 
self, the spirit, am shell-proof. Poor old Slate! 
The Sponge, and then the eternal black night ! Of 
all substance and matter in creation you are the 
most refined and the most delicate. No other matter 
in the solid, liquid or gaseous state possesses the 
refinement and brilliancy of brain matter. You 
know what Wilhelm Shakespeare said about the six- 
teen hundred millions of human brains on earth, 
don't you? 'Genius (doping out brains) to madness 
surely is allied, and thin partitions their bounds di- 
vide.' 

"That's a diplomat's way of saying: 'You're all 
crazy.' 

"You have been a most loyal and efficient tele- 
graph operator. You have caused much pain when 
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the wires and poles were down and you directed 
repairs, improvements, alterations and additions in 
a manner I never could quite understand. The few 
warts you added to our organization, however, en- 
title you to no decorations. 

"Ah, do you remember the acquaintances we made 
together and the friends we tested out, and how few 
stood the test of time and our 'acid tests' — fair- 
weather friends. The 'wine, women and song^ 
kind. 

"Beautiful singers, tempestuous lovers, which the 
dames like so well — ^booze artists of the first waters, 
but the poorest thinkers above the sod. 

"My hands and feet ! No man does his best on 
earth. Forgive me, kind pals, for leading you 
astray at times when you were so tired and when 
you whispered 'Fool' to our brain. 

'Father ! they don't know what they do I 

'And now, before all of you faithful organs have 
joined your forefathers and begin peacefully disin- 
tegrating in the junk-yard of your pUnet, let us all 
give three cheers to your ancestors, and if ever 
the four winds bring you together, remember me in 
your molecular and atomic reminiscences. 

"I think our mutual and esteemed friend, 'the 
liver,' will enjoy the rest. He never was fond of 
work. I bequeath him to my sister^s cat ! 

"In the spirit state I shall still be within the pale 
of universal matter, but the compression and density 
of 'your' world gone but not forgotten. 

"Dear old organs! You have played beautiful 
tunes on the stage of life. If humanity could har- 
monize and love each other, or rather show the same 
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consideration for each other, do the teamwork that 
you perform handicapped by darkness, what a roof- 
garden this world would be in cosmic light. But 
humanity has too many heads. When sixteen hun- 
dred million brains can think as one, 'The Brain and 
Soul of Humanit/ will function for the common 
good; but not until the *mob spirit' has crawled 
from the world and the savages, just underneath 
the human veneer, have gone." 

Humanity has done nobly, and far be it from me 
to belittle the achievements of man since he left the 
Jungle. 

''Our eyes fortunately never wore glasses, but 
one is a lense-eyed fish of this world, while the other 
is an analyst of another world ; however, they both 
came without being asked, and will leave the same 
way. 

"May the brain forgive 'our five senses' ; the pain 
and agony, the burning fevers and physical and 
mental tortures, and remember the keen joys. 

"Poor old Cadaver! Before I go I'll tell the 
world that as sure as your hair was blond and your 
eyes were blue that it's present commandments won't 
do— only God's and Nature's 'demandments' are 
true. 

"My dear fellow organists, Civilization has re- 
pressed every natural impulse and emotion in us. 
Our dear friends, 'our two ears,' are almost deaf 
from the continual 'Don'ts' ringing into them. 

"A few fellow members of our Society of Cut- 
ters and Grinders are absent from the rear upper 
gallery, but have been replaced by two or three pieces 
of modern fire-clay, laid in solid ivory. Our pal, 



OF HAUNTED MOUNTAIN 79 

'the Nose/ has grown larger through the years from 
being yanked about so much in spite of being on 
the grindstone for nearly half g. century. 

"I wish the world the *best-o'-luck/ but thousands 
of years will have to be rolled off the chest of hu- 
manity before they develop eyes to see and ears to 
hear. 

"I will come in spirit often to your world, and, if 
possible, my eyes shall be its eyes, my ears its ears 
— for when I leave the world behind I will not for- 
get my -descendants and the glorious race of man. 

"Let the dead lay silent in the tombs and forever 
hold their tongue if they choose, but I, Richard 
Reyem, never! I will speak the last word on the 
earth and in the universe in spirit language after 
the last human being has gone to extinction. 

4c 4c afc % 4c 4e 

"The people of the world to-day are children in 
a nursery. Wards of a baby farm. The ignorant 
nurses govern them with the kindness of vultures. 
The institution managed for profit. Hypocrisy sits 
in the office chair and greed and graft purchase the 
supplies. Humanity-fed canon while the managers 
of the asylum called 'Civilization' pocket the budget 
and stand in with the inspectors and higher and 
lesser immortals. Alas! poor organs! 

"And in conclusion, my dear organs, I want to 
thank you for the Grand Concerts you played and 
readily forgive the discords. As a syncopated, syn- 
thetic, spontaneous and harmonious orchestra you 
have no equal on earth. In comparison, 'Civiliza- 
tion is a big bum' incapable of concert pitch. But 
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there is one of your 'gang* — one organ among you^ — 
that is inclined to be the black sheep of the human 
family. We stood for no flower-to-flower honeyed 
career, however, and he dies with honors. I part 
company with the minister's son gladly. I speak 
of the gall, of course. 

"One thing more, I will see to it that my executor 
does not cheat the world. I will sit on his bedpost 
and haunt him. Hang a spirit knife over his head 
till he shells out. If the man-killer gets you, I bid 
you farewell on the 'stage of death.' As for me, 
mine is the glorious stage of everlasting life. Ha! 
Ha! One grand celestial picnic. I will appear to 
my family at home and comfort their spirits and 
assuage the grief of my heirs. 

"How the barber will miss that sixty cents for 
war hair-cuts and the waiters and hat-boy their daily 
ransom! FU give the war-tax collector a run for 
his money if he follows me out to the Pleiades. 

"Ah, the vacant chair at the dining table. No 
more tons of food and oceans of adulterated waters. 
No more ashes and debris. 

"Ah, my dear organs, you have earned a respite 
and when our mannikin is lifeless he can hunt a 
job as Punch and Judy or a dummy director for the 
coterie of billionaire bankers now governing your 
world. 

"And now, good-bye ! Good-bye forever I Good- 
bye forever ! Good-bye ! Good-bye ! Forever good- 
bye ! !" 

ate a|c 4e 4c 4c 4c 3|e 

I rose up into space, like an angel born in the 
saddle of an ethereal steed, freed from the yoke of 
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substance. Out of the oppressive atmosphere of 
the earth into the uncensored regions above. Safe 
from the Espionage Laws and intellect insulting 
idiots, dominating civilization with "two foot" 
rules, while the Thinkers with their metric system, 
their arcs and degrees, jules and ergs, languish in 
political dungeons. 

I made straight for the Moon. On the great 
magnetic highways, I passed many immortal spirits 
earthbound, on visits from the great speculative 
fields and poetical realms. 

"Jean Valjean," infinite misery depicted on his 
benevolent countenance, shook my hand and from 
our eyes hot spiritual tears dropped upon our clasped 
hands. 

"-^sop" sat on a cloud currycombing poor "Anna 
Karenina" with a modern myth of wild, fierce, 
tragic power and weird imagery. And I swear I 
saw "Pope Pius" chasing the pretty "goose girl" 
into "the Niebelungen" beyond the "Gottesdam- 
merung." 

On a large meteor I saw the goats of famous men 
piking off the zoo on earth. I saw "Mutt and Jeff" 
and hundreds of "care killers" out hunting ideas 
among the clouds. 

I saw spirit highwaymen, road commissioners and 
political contractors inspect the Ether Highways and 
heard "Etherbus" drivers swear at detour signs and 
yell in the subdued language of spiritism : "What 
are they tearing this road up every two years for?" 

The spirit plane in the orbit between the earth 
and its Moon is indeed a lowly one. Its close prox- 
imity to the unshelled human peanuts in the high 
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contracting, intellectual and judicial centres of the 
earth are no doubt responsible for its present de- 
generate and crippled state. 

An old Thespian looms up on the "spirit horizon" 
and delivers a "Sermon on Motmt Misery," and his 
exhortation rallies around him fourteen "high-toned 
bums" that have been kicked out of every theatrical 
agency in the universe. 

The world below will applaud, then live to curse 
this "repertoir of fourteen hot-sketches" as the 
"comedy of errors" descends to earth to prepare 
itself for materialization in a world that's muzzled 
and mad with the heat. 

Next I met the immortal souls of a division of 
soldiers just annihilated on a battlefield of earth. 
Coming out of the human shell so suddenly, a spirit 
doctor helps them to straighten out their spirit 
bodies (like the twisted bodies of infants abnormally 
bom with crowbars on earth). One of the new 
1917 model spirits asks me: "Which road do I take 
for Heaven?" 

I scratched my spirit dome and in my kindest 
mood suggested : "Close your eyes, ignore all sign- 
posts, don't look in books, just travel on and trust 
in the wisdom that killed you. Be thankful now 
that you are deceased, that you have no disease; 
personally I congratulate you that your personality 
has survived death and is on its way to another 
sphere. This earth sphere has had enough of sol- 
diers." 



CHAPTER VIII 

THE FAIRY WORLD — ^RIP VAN CRUSOE 

ARRIVING ON THE Moon. The earth appeared 
four times as large as the moon did from the 
earth. 

I sat on the top of the "Apennines" Lunar Moun- 
tain range and then came down to the "Sea of 
Serenity" and sat on the rim of a huge crater of 
volcanic origin and soliloquized like a mortal with 
money in the bank. 

There before me was "my" world ! Would I find 
my poor cadaver intact on my return? How dif- 
ferent the world looked from the globe htmg up in 
front of newspaper offices and in the geography 
books, with latitude and longitude and equatorial 
markings! Gee! how the snow-caps glitter bathed 
in sunlight! 

Ah, how insignificant are the invisible human ants 
on that stage-struck globe. How beautiful Milton's 
"Paradise Lost" is to-night ! 

Outside the atmospheric ring of the earth the 
great floor of the universe beyond was pitch black, 
sprinkled with glittering diamonds and dull yellow 
and red disks. I knew, of course, that the blue-sky 
effect on earth was the result of the diffusion of 
light waves on the air molecules — absent on the 
moon. 

83 
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Viewed from the moon the huge disc of the eartU 
looks like a grand-daddie to the sun, and they seem 
always so close to each other and inseparable. 

Ah, what dreams I have dreamt on earth! And 
the dreams that I'll have to make come true else- 
where now. Oh, the dreams and "visions yet un^ 
bom" and the "songs yet unstmg'' in the countless 
worlds of all shades and hue in the cosmos. 

"Oh, dear God I Please take care of yourself 
that nothing happens to you. No one can manage 
this universe if you get sick. Oh, Lord, what in- 
finite patience you have! Almighty Creator! All- 
wise Chief Justice! Oh, great relentless Prosecu- 
tor! Oh, eternal loving Father! Ruler and Mon- 
arch forever and a day! Under your administra- 
tion the "initiative," the "referendum" and "recall" 
are absurd and powerless doctrines in the brain of 
humanity. 

"Please, Heavenly Organizer, let me work for 
you in your office and learn the Cosmic business. I 
want to work. I don't want to loaf around and play 
on a harp. Oh, dear God ! I don't presume to ad- 
vise you, but won't you please make me the 'Boss of 
the Earth' for just one century? I'll go ba:ck to 
earth with the 'initiative,' the 'referendum' and the 
'recall' as a starter. I'll get old 'Dante' to come 
back with me as an 'expert on Hell' and clean up 
the planet. I'll have an efficiency expert from Mars 
irrigate the earth — so rich in water — ^and furnish 
ice in summer from the Arctic Circle. 

"rU harness the tides, the winds, the mountain 
snows and the solar energies, and have things run- 
ning like a Swiss watch. When I get through, even 
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William Riandolph Hearst and Arthur Brisbane will 
be satisfied. 

"FU restore order and umpire the games and put 
the white, yellow, black and all the many-hued races 
of mankind on the first, second, third and home 
bases, and send the scores to Heaven every day. 

"Oh, Lord, my sole ambition is to help the world 
— ^to leave it better than Tve found it. The people 
will not have to send an army for my resignation 
when I grow stale. FU write it out before I take 
the job. 

"Oh, Transmutator in Chief! if *it has not yet 
been shown what man shall be,' would you mind 
giving me a bird's-eye view of man's finish?" 

Thus, wondering if my "life contract" with the 
show on earth would expire this night, I left the 
moon. 

There are no "air or gas-inhaling creatures" on 
the moon, but there are many forms of life peculiar 
to moons of this class and serial number, particu- 
lars of which can be obtained at the office of the 
"Solar Clerk" in Universe "A." 

Poor suffering humanity, gassed by a terrific load 
of atmosphere always on its back, when alive, be- 
fuddling its brains, and its dead weight on its chest 
when the wooden chest-protector obeys gravitation. 

Although there are no spirit speed laws in the 
universe, traveling infinitely greater than the speed 
of light, I arrived in less time than it takes to shake 
a cocktail, on a planet in the constellation of "Cen- 
taurus." 

I went around to its daylight sector and walked 
on the greensward, but to my horror I saw nailed 
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on a bam door "a human hide," tanning in the sun- 
light. The planet was dominated by a race of giants 
of most profound intellect. They hunt human be- 
ings that inhabit the Hinterlands as men on earth 
hunt rabbits. Humans are regarded as predatory 
two-legged coyotes by these super-creatures. 

I peered into a parlor window and my pride got 
an awful wallop. There on the floor lay a "human 
rug" with a stuffed human head that looked like a 
world emancipator or best type man of earth. 

* * 4c 4c 4c 4c ♦ 

I fled from this constellation to "Pegasus." 

I saw a world without cash registers. Everybody 
helping themselves — ^perfect co-operation. 

The thought of my body lying in the crater bed 
on earth prompted my departure. I became curi- 
ous to know if it was still fit for habitation or if 
the guide had discovered it and used it for a target. 

Soon I beheld "old Sol" in the space deeps. He 
glimmered like a fourteenth magnitude lighthouse at 
a Paris Peace Conference and his light became so 
variable that an eclipse seemed eminent. 

His family of planets and satellites tied to his 
warm heart by invisible strings are not yet discern- 
ible even to a 'Tiigh-powered spirit." 

I stop at a "spirit cairn" and at a "Universe Sur- 
veyor's" monument to get my exact position. 

After consulting the "direction finder," the 
"course indicator" and "position indicator," I fol- 
low the "Hidden Thought Stream" trail — ^named 
after a disembodied hunter, who first lost his way 
through this region swept by great storms of uni- 
verse dust — ^to the great "Thought and Brain Ex- 
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change/' and traded a few old habit-forming, out- 
of-date thoughts for a choice lot of beautiful new 
thoughts. And from a point of vantage I saw the 
peaceful little face of the earth. It glowed like a 
drop of blood in the angry glare of the sua 

♦ * a|c ♦ * * 

Presently I see the "Universe Cleaning Depart- 
ment'* sweeping up the "dust of the cycles and ages" 
and tremble for the fate of the world, which looks 
like a tiny speck of dirt in the heavens. 

"I pause to admire a 'fairy world' and descend 
to its surface. An old-fashioned fairy, with a wand 
which showed signs of great age, approached me, 
smiled, and said: "Hello, Traveler. Want a 
drink r 

I made a most elegant bow and licked her spirit 
hand (like all foreigners do) and replied: "Yes* 
What you got? An eHxir of life on tap?" 

She led me to a great well and in a happy, musical 
voice she piped : "This is the Well of Knowledge ! 
Not many come here to drink! Humanity avoids 
it! They seek a bubbling fountain without labor! 
A delusion! All cause and effect is the result of 
thought and labor!" 

I got hold of the handle of the pump, and by the 
time I got a tongue full of the precious liquid, I was 
perspired and exhausted, and shouted: "I don't 
blame humanity for avoiding your darned old pump ! 
The idea of working one's self to death to get wise 
to this stuff ! I think it's wise to leave it alone !" 

She laughed, and we got real chummy in a minute. 

I asked : "Are you a regular kiddy picture-book 
Fairy, the kind the youngsters see illustrated on 
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Christmas presents? And ain't you got no hus- 
band?" 

She chimed: "No, I was afraid of getting one 
that would be so stingy that every dollar he'd get 
would go out of circulation." 

I said : "Well, I'm a good spender." 

We both kidded each other most artfully, then 
she said : "Whither art thou bound ?" 

I laughed. "Gee, you sure are an 'old-timer,' ain't 
ye? Don't you know they don't use that kind of 
English any more? The modem for that now is 
'Where you goin', kid ?' " 

She sang a song for me entitled: "I Always 
Knew It Would Be Some One Like You," and I 
harmonized "When You and I Were Young, Mag- 
gie. 

Then she said: "How old do you think I am?" 

The eternal feminine bunk! 

I guessed : "Not more than sixteen centuries." I 
didn't think a few "aeons" mattered much to a 
fairy. 

She vouched : "I was in the flesh once on earth." 

I looked surprised and asked: "What kind of 
*meat' were you ?" 

She answered : "I was a tinker's daughter. My 
father was an 'Umbrella-to-Mend' and my mother 
was a janitress and supported father. 

"Ah, but we were carefree, and oh! how well I 
remember my first honeymoon, but on the last quar- 
ter it turned out to be a mother-in-law vendetta and 
a continual Kentucky feud between my husband and 
the butcher, and in my next reincarnation I sat on 
the crescent moon alone. I became a 'hex/ and 
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told fortunes for twenty-five cents a guess. When 
my heart motor ran out I died with a song on my 
lips and here I am." 

I said : "What motor did you have and did you 
have carbon trouble?" 

She said: "I hear gasoline is thirty-two cents a 
gallon now on earth, through the buncometer; it 
used to be nine cents when it was pure." 

I told her I owned a Hudson automobile once, 
and went up the river with it twice, then to keep 
the landlord from pounding on the door I had to 
give it to him for a month's rent. 

I amused her by telling her that in my previous 
incarnations I had been a Belgium milk-cart hound 
and a "blond sand worm." 

In the midst of our tete-a-tete and spiritual con- 
fidences there loomed up suddenly a "rowdy with 
gypsy eyes." 

"Who's that? Soissons, St. Mihiel, Chateau 
Thierry, or maybe the old Nick himself?" I asked. 

She laughed and assured me it was only "Rip Van 
Crusoe" coming through the rye. 

Now the shaggy one staggers in and exclaims: 
"Hey, fairy! Rub the wand and produce a bottle 
of nigger gin." 

The fairy humors him and reproachfully says: 
"Rip, you're a sleepy head and ever since you were 
shipwrecked you've been thirsty. Why don't you 
reincarnate again on the earth — ^go back to your 
goats on your island or your dog in the Catskill 
Mountains ? You were there twice ! Once as 'Rob- 
inson Crusoe' and again as 'Rip Van Winkel' !" 

"Never mind," he bawls, "I ain't as bad off as 
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poor 'Frida/ who's still down on the Island on 
earth letting fellers throw three balls at him for a 
nickel." 

I suggested : "If he's a friend of yours, I can get 
'Black Friday* a job on earth as porter in the Fed- 
eral Reserve Bank singing, 'Hard times come again 
no mo',* the song that is wrecking all political parties 
on earth." 

Rip looked at me, scowled and said : "I thought 
I smelled something from the earth. What do you 
want here, and who are you?" 

I took off my hat (in spirit form) and proved 
my identity by the manufacturer's name on the 
hat band. 

Rip said: "All right! Fll keep your card and 
now get out or I'll use your ribs for clappers." 

The fairy rubbed the magic wand and "Rip" 
and m3rself became eternal friends. 

"Reyem, you and I are going to paint the entire 
universe red," he stammers. 

I propose to make him my "prime minister" on 
my accession to the "throne of the Universe." 

The fairy in great glee proclaims him : "Richard 
Reyem's Premier Primate!" 

Rip says : "I'll see you as far as the earth now, 
Reyem, and will meet you agaia I hear the earth 
is losing its hair — I mean the trees on the skin of 
the earth." 

I answered : "Yes, with fourteen principles oper- 
ative, the earth will soon be bald." 

He laughs: "There ain't fourteen people with 
principles on your earth to-day — even when you're 
home." 
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We dropped in on the planet "Mars" on the way 
to read the latest bulletin of the "Mars Inter-plane- 
tary Gossip," and a headliner announces : "Scandal 
on Earth!" 

"A white Yankee officer, returned from France 
recently with a 'war bride,' has become the proud 
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father of twins after four months of wedded bliss. 
One of the twins is a black African pickanniny and 
the other yells in Japanese. 

"The father is doing nicely in psycopathic confine- 
ment. The litter will be deported by orders of the 
Race Question Commissioners." 

Rip says: "Serves him right! Why didn't he 
marry one of the girls whose time he wasted in his 
home town. American girls are the prettiest on 
earth." 

I answered : "True, but what about these unfor- 
tunate babes ? Were they asked to become hybrids ? 
And remember the deserted mother — she was a baby 
once, pure and innocent, before she became morally 
wounded, and but for the grace of God and myself 
you might be in her fix." 

I looked at "Rip" and ran for home as he yelled : 
"You! If I ever lay my spirit hands on you again, 
ril have you deported to the mucilage mines of 
Siberia and paste you and the exiled Sultan of 
Turkey in the eye!" 



CHAPTER IX 

THE SUPERMEN IN THE CAVERNS 

RETURNING to earth on the six-twenty "Mar- 
tian Unlimited" spirit express, I entered my 
home at Sarinor through the walls of solid matter 
without a scratch. 

I saw that "all was well," did a little spirit-tap- 
ping, gave the family cat a scare, and sneaked out 
through the front keyhole. 

In a second I arrived at the crater. My body 
safe, lay in "suspended animation" as I had fixed it. 
I entered my old "prairie schooner" at once, and 
was glad to see it come to life (like the famous 
marble statue of the artist's dream). 

In the haze of daybreak I reconnoiter the crater 
for escape. In the distance I see a form pacing to 
and fro at what appears to be a pass or outlet clove. 

Creeping closer and fearing betrayal by possible 
presence of dogs, I identified the form as "Steph- 
ens." A shot in a distant hill and the faint ringing 
of a bell startles me. Stephens leaves the gap. 

I quickly made for it and disappeared down a 
winding, irregular rocky path leading to a shaft 
through which the steam and lava must have es- 
caped ages ago. No doubt the crater, too, had 
contained a lake which escaped through here in a 
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remote period. I was none too soon, for Stephens 
was relieved at once by another. 

Stealthily I explored my way down through the 
semi-darkness; now and then streaks of daylight 
penetrating the gloom. The upward rush of air 
annoyed me. It was getting much warmer, too. 

Now I enter a totally pitch-black region. I am at 
my wit's end. My pocket light is on strike for 
shorter hours. My one thought is "Light." 

Suddenly the gloom is dispelled by some mys- 
terious radiant energy unknown to me, no lighting 
system is visible. 

My mind reels and fluctuates within my brain. 
Strange, the light alternates between darkness and 
brilliancy. I regain composure and fix my thought 
on "light," and the mysterious illumination becomes 
steady. I think "darkness" and darkness follows 
light. 

Great Grod ! Is this a miracle wrought by one of 
God's many deputies? Is this a rare gift from God 
or has perhaps "Aladdin" been appointed my guar- 
dian angel ? 

Perhaps Satan, the Prince of Darkness, is up to 
deviltry, showing off his powers of lucidity, and is 
about to dicker with me, like he did with "Faust" 
or the "Sword-rattlers" of Europe in 1914! 

Alas! poor Lucifer! Let him come! He don't 
know the terrible price I paid on earth before I 
learned the ingenious tricks of Hell. 

I, Richard Reyem, now profit by the experience 
of other mortals on Sundays and Fridays and blun- 
der only on leap years. 

I exclaim : "Have a care, friend Devil, this light 
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is your shadow! Make a bad move and you'll go 
back to Hell without a shirt and minus the fishhook 
on your tail, and you can tell the imps that I, Rich- 
ard Reyem, sent you !" 

I am hoping the colossal and superb bluff will 
work. In the meantime my heart goes pit-a-pat. 

Sounds of splashing water reach my ears. Aston- 
ished, I reach the shore of a lake and stoop to drink. 
I spat out the water quicker than the whale gave 
''Jonah" the gate. The water was briny as sea 
water. Following the shore, I noticed that the huge 
caverns in these great depths were illuminated as 
bright as day by the invisible mysterious lighting 
power, and my light thoughts no longer influ- 
enced it. 

I knew now that I was in the clutches of "super- 
men," or man, and inanimate matter in the iron 
grip of a "mental monster" — ^some "master mind" 
— some specialist in whose fertile brain perhaps the 
"deepest thought in this constellation" lay secreted. 
What were his purposes — ^good or evil ? Was this a 
plot to deliver the world to the tender mercies of 
some neighboring sun for a "God's ransom" ? 

Did he plan the end of the world? I had heard 
rumors on "Mars" of dark designs and of a con- 
spiracy to capture the world and rob it of its treas- 
ures and its water and atmosphere. 

Was an "Interstellar Trust" being formed for 
control of the billions of life-bearing planets? 

Was the entire "Zoological Circle" of the Solar 
system at the mercy and whim of this dictator? 
Was this a "giant Drover" attempting to drive six- 
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teen hundred millions of human beefers on the hoof 
to some favored planet's corral. 

Did he intend to "can" humanity and make nerv- 
ous pudding (calf's foot jelly) out of their hoofs? 

What his reward and motive? Money? S)rm- 
pathy or ties of blood, or spirit? Was he after a 
place on a pedestal in the dying sun? Surely he 
must know that no mortal can have a niche in 
''God's Sanctum Sanctorum." Surely he must 
know that the footprints in the Sands of Time will 
not endure. 

That old "Abe Lincoln" had it right when he 
said: "The world will little note nor long remem- 
ber." 

And in these days "What's in a name ?" Every- 
body is in disguise, everybody wears a mask, "non- 
de-plume and incognito" is written on legal docu- 
ments, altars and wedding rings. 

The courts are flooded with petitions to change 
appendixes, personalities, and characters, and the 
orient apes the Occident. Traitors to family, race 
or honor change names daily to hide identities. Car 
conductors change their alias on every new line for 
obvious reasons. Every hotel register is red in the 
face. 

There is not a clean family name on earth. Fam- 
ily crests, coats-of-arms — ^primitive nonsense ! 

A general wash-up of names is in progress. 
Everybody is ashamed of their old grand-dad or 
ancestry. Deception is even practised on streets 
and dogs. A dirty street is named "Peacock Alley." 
A flea-bitten hound is called "mama's snooky- 
ookums." 
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Does he want his voice impressed forever in ai 
record or his image perpetuated ? 

The "God-men'^ of the future will not listen to 
the voices of children of our day. It will be harsh 
and a dead language to the "World Languaged** 
earth dwellers. 

His face of our period will be the butt end of a 
joke in the "age of the Intellect." Motion picture 
films neither possess perpetual motion nor life ever- 
lasting. Wax and gutta percha will be much sought 
by future old junk wagons. 

Ambition, thy name is punk! 

The sweetest music to earth dwellers is: '^Sic 
semper tyrannis/' (Thus always to t)rrants.) 

On every hearse is written for those who can see 
with the God-eye : ''Sic transit gloria mundi'* (Thus 
passes worldly glory. ) 

This super-scientist had no doubt discovered how 
to control substance by mind power, direct from the 
brain, without the aid of push-buttons, switches or 
levers. He was unknown to Cerebroists on earth. 
Even Cerebroists do not claim the power to trans- 
mute basic laws and energies, vitalize death and 
energize the darkness with radiant phenomena resi- 
dent in brain without a system. 

I envied him for his secrets. If I possessed them 
I could move the mountain by desire and sheer force 
of will. I could transcend and surmount all obsta- 
cles between the creator and man. Was this the 
"unnameable something" that antedated the birth of 
God? 

Was God himself dependent on this "eternal first 
cause" ? Surely the fixing or hypnotizing — ^by brain 
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— of energies or forces in the caverns so that any 
normal human walking through these sensitized 
areas could by a simple thought cause the lighting 
up or darkening of these mysterious catacombs im- 
plied the existence of all that I thus conjectured. 

I dared to think that possibly this monster pos- 
sessed ''the secret of creation." The power to cre- 
ate added to his evident power to direct and multi- 
plied by his opportunities to destroy would make him 
a Master second to none in the Universe. If this 
man is evil, the jig is up ! I confided to myself. But 
suppose he was a partner of the Deity? This 
thought comforted me, because God represents the 
"sum total'* of all the good in creation and formed 
alliances for the ultimate good of the Universe only. 

Thus mentally reviewing the colossal heap of 
"dead hopes of humanity" as in fancy I visited the 
ruins of our world that God forgot. 

Now as I scan the waters I beheld something 
rising to the surface of the lake. 

Horror stricken, I expected an attack by a sea 
serpent or dragon. With staring eyes, I see men in 
foreign military costumes come out of a hatch on 
the surface and realize that a submarine boat has 
ended a long voyzgt. An inland submarine base 
hundreds of miles from the open sea. This lake 
was the hand attached to a long subterranean arm 
stretched in from the bed of the Atlantic Ocean. A 
great subterranean river. 

The thought of a possible invasion by a foreign 
army, a surprise from the rear, makes me gasp. 

Our beloved country asleep on the brink of a vol- 
cano liable to let loose an eruption of military 



OF HAUNTED MOUNTAIN 99 

power and cover our hemisphere with the ashes of 
destruction. Our country — ^the land of milk and 
honey for the world — in the grip of the most power- 
ful, efficient and scientific foe of history. 

With mingled and mangled thoughts, I sought 
refuge in the caverns. Soon I heard voices below. 
Peering down through a crevice in the floor, my 
fears began to crystalize into reality. Here below 
me were secret laboratories and experimental shops 
and bearded scientists absorbed in speculative 
thought. 

I passed caverns filled with thousands of as- 
sembled g^ns, ammunition, great stores of aero- 
planes, army trucks and cases marked "B" germs 
and "B" antidotes, printing presses, thousands of 
mules and horses. 

In another cavern were men in pompous, gor- 
geous uniforms seated around tables holding con- 
ferences with detailed maps spread out. Phonograph 
records marked "voice of spy number 41 144"— evi- 
dently a fool-proof spy system. 

A swarthy man, probably a Mexican, and another 
of Mongolian type, sat conversing with interpre- 
ters. A Hindu prince and a black man puffed away 
on a Turkish smoke pot with a multiple of mouth- 
pieces, peacefully enjoying pipe dreams as the white 
men discuss theories that would crack the brains of 
the smoke-doped confederates. 
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CHAPTER X 



THE MASTER MIND 



IN an adjoining cavern furnished with severe 
Spartan simplicity sat a huge man. A silent man 
accustomed to solitude. The type of man who trav- 
els alone and very fast. His eyes are blue gray and 
intense. His heavy head rests in his hand, a chart 
rests securely under a hammer-like fist. 

I know that the pompous officers and staff as well 
as the job-lot of human rubber stamps with the in- 
terpreters and smoking the hashish oakum are his 
pawns on a huge checkerboard. 

An instrument of delicate build seems to attract 
his attention. His eagle eyes slowly move in my 
direction. Not a muscle moves in this lion's face. 
His brow is deeply furrowed. 

Of course, I know that detection is out of the 
question in my hiding place, but I can't help feeling 
that this man's science has perfected an instrument 
that scented danger, or possibly my presence, or 
detected the silent working of my brain in the dark- 
ness of my inner skull. 

Immediately the cavern grows dark. I leave this 
region and creep into hiding for a much-needed 
sleep. I awoke to find myself a prisoner, bagged by 
the Master Mind and superhuman ferrets. I was 

ICO 
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a match for the man-killer, But helpless in the web 
of this scientific spider. 

I was puzzled by the courteous treatment ac- 
corded me. I had expected to be shot on sight. I 
was given warm food — ^the first since I left camp— 
I was ordered to put on warm footwear and offered 
a pipe. 

The smoke was the most delicious I ever tasted 
and I realized too late that I had been tricked. I 
was losing consciousness and seemed to float pleas- 
antly into space. 

With supreme effort of the will, I arranged to 
project my spirit from its body — ^my earthly garage. 

As my inquisitive spirit passed through the many 
caverns to open space I peered into cavern marked 
"B-2-75"— evidently used for recreation and refresh- 
ment purposes. A sign in a foreign language let- 
tered "Stemewirt" attracted me. A familiar aroma 
of malt and hops tickled my spiritual smeller. The 
clink of "Seidels and Steins" sounded like musical 
raindrops pattering on the window glass at night 
when one has six hours yet to enjoy in the arms of 
Morpheus. 

A creature, half goat and half man, draws the 
amber-colored joy waters from wood kegs marked 
"Bock-bier." Tiny drawfs and little "elfs" with 
long beards cleaned the cuspidors and set up bowl- 
ing pins in adjoining bowling alleys. Soldiers come 
in on the point of revolt, with murder in their eyes. 
They inhale and gargle this wondrous love-potion 
and the desire to shoot their King or officers in the 
back gives way to songs called "Sensucht" and 
'Tiebe Heimat." 
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A pot-bellied old man yodles a crime entitled 
"Studentenkind." A very young private that looked 
like a calf taken away from its mother gets senti- 
mental and sings of "Mutter." 

I do not as yet know their nationality, but my 
studies in anthropology and zoology convinces me 
that they are a branch of the great Aryan tribes 
that crossed the Himalayas many thousands of 
years ago. A search through my spiritual history 
tells me that they were intensely human only yester- 
year and an important arm of the great white race. 
Is It possible that this is a branch of the Teutonic 
or Germanic race to which the Anglo-Saxon is allied 
in ties of blood? 

Is this invasion a plan of the great *Time Spirit'* 
to effect a consolidation of the white races in antici- 
pation of the great "Race War" on earth, not far 
off, as the Gods count time? 

Is this the invisible "Zeitgeist" setting the stage 
against a yellow Hannibal or a mongrel Genghis 
Khan from the East? 

Are the hatreds and passions of the white clans 
the prime movers and invisible levers to align the 
white divisions into one solid fighting whole? 

The manager of the solar system is "putting 
something over." His purpose is screened. The 
human ants on their little hills called nations would 
not understand the motives of the *'cosmic gard- 



ner." 



I am positive now that this foe is none other 
than "Germany." 

The spirit juice surges into my spirit dome and I 
fill up with the wrath of patriotism and ideas of 
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Justice of Civilization. Is this not the power against 
the President of the United States and has not a 
majority in Congress declared war on this military 
monster? What more is needed? Instantly I dart 
spirit shafts at them. With great precision I roll 
the tables with my spirit hands and spill the beer. 

The soldiers flee in superstitious fear. Officers 
escape through the open doors and elfs jump into 
cuspidors. 

The great sad-eyed married man of the White 
House — ^the man of destiny, oblivious of the great 
tidal wave soon to devastate his realm. I can get 
no word to him of this impending crisis. I cannot 
warn the leaders of Congress and the Senate now 
in their home towns playing marbles and other 
subtle games, and stealing mickeys from each other, 
to come on out and get "our gang*' to give these 
new "fresh guys" in these caverns a "shiner.** 

I will rise to the occasion and be the "spirit of 
the hour." I will declare war on these caverns 
single-handed. Alone I will win "this" war! FU 
do a "Hobson" stunt and block the crater and 
silence the voices below. 

Awestruck faces peer in at the beer. No victory 
could recompense them for the loss of this precious 
beverage. I knew that unless the Master Mind 
could produce the divine juice instantly, the inva- 
sion and war was over. 

Ominous mutterings: "No beer — no army; no 
beer — ^no work; no beer — ^no victory" made my 
spirit frantic with hope. Disorganization and chaos 
became the order of the day. 

My spirit throat grew hoarse. I shouted like 
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Jones : *'I have not even begun to fight. You may 
fire when ready, Gridley — ^after breakfast — ^like our 
great 'Dewey.' " 

If my cave-man ancestors could have seen me 
now! The cinema photographers could never snap 
my "lone wolf" rough stuff. I had William S. 
Hart and Douglas Fairbanks beat by a light year in 
my celestial spirit vaultings. 

Greatness had come upon me as suddenly as a 
husband upon an ugly but rich heiress. 

A revolution in the caverns now was in first gear. 

Suddenly the voice of the Master Mind echoes 
and re-echoes through the caverns. 

"Halt ! Attention ! Right about face f Here are 
the keys to the *Bier Mines'! Soldiers of good 
fortune ! Our secret stores of booze are inexhausti- 
ble—do not fear!" 

Crushed and foiled, I left the caverns and rose 
up into space above the crater, lest the science of 
the Master Mind identify "my spirit" as the one 
responsible for the attempt at mutiny to baffle and 
thwart him. 

I found my way to the fairy world to search out 
Rip Van Crusoe. Learning that Rip had set sail 
for a cruise to the constellation of "Hydra" via 
Rigel and Sirius, I determined to brave the bound- 
less "Ether-Main" to meet again the roving spirit 
for which I had a strong affinity. 

I cut right through the pointers of "Ursa Major" 
to "Leo Minor" around the "Sickle" to "Regulus" 
in "Leo" and jumped over to "Alphard" — ^the first 
big stop in "Hydra" from the direction of "Sirius" 
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to await "Rip." For an earth-bound spirit, Til say 
I took a short cut of no mean dimensions. 

Directly I see Rip's spirit-form silhouetted 
against the face of "Procyon" in "Canis Minor." 
Now his shadow crosses the ''Celestial Equator*' 
and in less time than it takes a siren to dry her rent- 
receipt he looms up "the most wonderful royal vaga- 
bond in the universe." I throbbed with the vivacity 
and exuberance of an unleashed spirit's first day out 
from the portals of death. I shouted like an over- 
grown boy: ''Ooh-Hoo! Yoo-Hoo! Rip4 Hey, 
Ripir 

Rip's spirit ears move back and forth like the 
wall-flowers in a saloon when the brewery collector 
calls. It seems the ether is not as good a transmitter 
of spirit sounds as the dense atmosphere on earth. 

Now Rip spots me and yells like a cow-puncher : 
"Hello, Dick !"— "Eeh-you-ow-eeh," in the wild- 
horse language beyond the great divide. "What 
on earth are you doing way out here?" 

I told him of my troubles in the flesh at the cav- 
erns and my fears for humanity. Rip put his hand 
on my shoulder and with a far-away look towards 
"Taurus" (the bull) in his eyes, assured me: 

'*Reyem, you don't understand — ^that's all. The 
earth is all right. 

Twas always thus! 
Wars reduce quantity and promote quality. 
It is the great law of Evolution ! 
God put snakes and scavengers with mandibles, 
beaks, hands and legs, feathers and brains, hollow 
fangs, claw and bony armor on earth for high pur- 
poses. 
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'Just mind your own business ! 

The Chef in charge of the old melting-pot, stew- 
ing on your earth is an artist. He'll salt and pepper 
the races and nations on earth to a queen's taste. 
Ah, if you could taste his 'pate-de-foi-gras' Crea- 
tion simmering about ten thousand of earth years 
hence !" 

Here I interrupted this exquisite '*soup-taster/' 
and broke up the epicurean symphony by exclaim- 
ing: "Who'll wash the dishes?" 

I got into his old pie-wagon, and for a "jitney 
ether bus" it has no equal. We circled past 
"Crater," "Corvus," "Centaurus," "Lupus," "Scor- 
pio," "Sagittarius," "Capricomus," "Formalhaut," 
and "Cetus," then drove in past the celestial equa- 
tor to "Betelgeux" to 

''A World of Brutal Franknessr 

We descended to this world without knocking and 
left it later the same way. I saw great masses of 
two-legged forget-me-nots and beautiful human 
roses with red tulips on the fragrant verdant hill- 
sides, so soon to wither and fade away. I heard 
the bleating of the human sheep and saw unhappy 
human oxen in the yokes. 

I saw financial experts with horns of plenty go 
among them gathering the goldenrod. Rip says: 
"I hope they get hay-fever." 

We follow the planetary arteries, canals and high- 
ways to the cities. How beautifully the roads are 
graded and conditioned. 

What a wonderful railroad system. What a dif- 
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f erence between the human sardine boxes and 
chicken crates called subways on the earth. 

We hear the cackling of a hen and wonder and 
behold — ^an agent of the Government appears, gives 
the hen a receipt for its tgg, and in less than twenty 
minutes it's on the table in a distant city. 

Rip says: "All the highways and railroad and 
public utilities are owned and managed by the Gov- 
ernment here like your post office on earth. There 
are no middlemen here to hide the grub away for a 
five hundred per cent futurity profit." 

How marvelously the coal is distributed in big 
heaps in 2ones, on the face of this planet! How 
cleverly the granaries are distributed to the populous 
sectors. Poverty, famine and want surely arc 
strangers here. 

Rip: 'The cost of transportation here is very 
low. They have a 'Direct from Producer to Con- 
sumer* quick delivery system here which eliminates 
eighty per cent, of profiteering.'* 

Now we enter a large city. A bell rings in the 
City Hall when its Mayor or Committee of Gov- 
ernment enter for the day's work and when they 
leave. The people thus have learned to keep tabs 
on their servants. 

At ten P.M. the City Hall bell rings and cus- 
tomers found in saloons after the last sound waves 
are heavily fined. Saloon-keepers go free. Any one 
found in a church after this bell gets five dollars 
reward. 

When the city fathers meet, the chamber is sur- 
rounded by the populace with sticks and pitchforks, 
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and guns are trained on the "Statue of Justice'* till 
the session is over. 

Before voting each legislature is cross-examined 
by sanity experts and civil service commissioners to 
ascertain if they correctly understand "the will of 
the people" and "the manager of the Constellation," 
as well as the subject in front of the ballot box. 

"Szvengalis with covetous and h3rpnotic eyes are 
driven without the city gates, till the votes have 
been counted and properly washed and laundered. 
If at any time a 'joker* is discovered in a law, the 
people parade the streets with pieces of cheese on 
poles, and the women and children take to the hills 
until the atmosphere has been purified with the 
"recall" fumigator. 

Men and women vote on all important measures 
and laws, but the governed being of the same cali- 
bre as their governmnet, they too are subject to 
equal opportunities to prove their honesty and fit- 
ness tp play with the ballot. 

All voters and candidates are compelled to qual- 
ify before a court of inquiry before voting, and 
prove knowledge of the subject. 

Chairmen of political parties and candidates are 
tarred and feathered prior to election, and only 
given a clean bill six years after expiration of term 
of office. 

Should a candidate in office prove incompetent or 
crooked, the voters are held as accessories before 
the act. 

4c ^ 4c ^ 9|t 3k 3|e 

Now we arrive in the "heart and gall" of the 
business district 



OF HAUNTED MOUNTAIN 109 

It smells like tainted flesh. 

Advertising signs everywhere, the brutal frank- 
ness is appalling. 

Over the Loan Institution in brilliant letters the 
following : 

"All ye who enter here leave all hope behind/' 

Over the entrance to churches : 

"Welcome, Knights Errant, with balm of Gilead." 

Every shop and store labeled like pure food law 
cans on earth. 

I gasped as I read the unvarnished truth upon 
the varnished placards: 

"Our beer is Adam's Ale." 

"Come in and get soaked by our Crystal Spring 
stock and bond salesmen.'* 

"We give bad checks." 

"We should worry." 

"We pay nobody." 

"Our first grade goods are Junk." 

"We are the biggest beats in town." 

"Don't buy here — it's a shame." 

"We are bluffers." 

"We lie like h— 11." 

"We never live up to guarantees." 

"Caveat-emptor ! Your money is ours." 

"Stop, look and listen. We are crooks." 

"This Corporation has no soul." 

"We'll get your shirt. Your hash and goose 
cooked while you wait !" 

"Watch for our fire next month." 

'We weigh our hand and paper with every pur- 
chase." 

"Our assets are a scrap of paper." 
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"Eastern deceit and slyness practised on all our 
Western Bargain Counters." 

"The limousine in front of our door is our last 
trick to boost our credit." 

"Our oil wells spout only on bond engravings." 

"Use our grade *X' Cream and give your calves 
the rickets." 

"Don't buy our mining stock unless youVe a 
miner." 

We quickly hot-footed out of this "Sphere of in- 
fluence for favored nations and angels." 

Passing the fire-house, we read : 

"Not responsible for our firemen. In case of 
fire, check your jewelry, pocket-books and pianos 
with the nearest minister and obtain a legal re- 
ceipt." 

Over the police station the following : 

"Not responsible for cops that pick pockets of 
unfortunates and the dead." 

"See our closed-eye department." 

"Our Captain and detectives do business with 
crooks." 

People walked about with their histories, pedi- 
grees and inclinations printed on their backs. One 
knew instantly who to approach or avoid. 

I nudged Rip and exclaimed : "Oh, Rip ! Look ! 
What a beautiful Court House 1" 

It has all improvements — see the back stairs for 
the Judge's boss and friends? 

A gold embossed sign announced: "This Court 
is leased by the Gold Investment and Judge Ele- 
vating Company." 

Rip said : "Yep, a mortgaged Court !" 
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Suddenly I shouted: "Rip, something's wrong 
at the Caverns. My spirit's getting weak. I must 
hasten back to my body." 

In great haste we burnt up the ethereal roads to 
earth. I shouted a "So-long Rip!" and quickly 
dived into the old "Soul-Temple." 



CHAPTER XI 

ONE CHANCE TO SAVE AMERICA 

WHEN I awoke I felt drowsy and realized that 
my body and brain had been under the influ- 
ence of a powerful drug. A wizard of chemistry 
stood beside me, his hand on my pulse. Bizarre- 
shaped apparatus surrounded me. I was given a 
stimulant to drink which I feared might be a tor- 
ture or death potion. However, to my surprise, its 
action was invigorating and restored me to nor- 
mal. 

I learned that I had undergone a secret silent 
third degree. 

These scientists had read my brain like an open 
book. The deepest and most remote conscious and 
subconscious thoughts and memories impressed in 
the living brain cells were now their property. 

All I had read in newspapers concerning the 
Great War, my own opinions and meditations, even 
my experience with the guides and the girl in 
Stephens' cabin, all was revealed and mirrored to 
their mysterious apparatus. 

Every living cell had yielded up its psychic prop- 
erties for inspection. 

An old Scientist sitting in a chair addresses me: 

*'I am authorized by the Master Mind to offer 

112 
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you your choice of life or death on certain con- 
ditions. 

"We know that yott are the 'leader of the cere- 
broists' and that you are of incalculable value to 
our experimental laboratories in these Caverns. 

"I offer you your life in return for your services." 

I arose, stood erect, and exclaimed like Patrick 
Henry: "Give me liberty or give me death," and 
asserted like Nathan Hale, "I regret that I have but 
one life to give to humanity." 

The Scientist calmly turned to the official exe- 
cutioner dressed in black with a huge medieval axe 
and purred : 

"Wait on this gentleman — ^take his order." 

Then turning to me, said : "You may report any 
inattention on the part of your waiter at my desk 
within the next thirty seconds." 

I realized fully that I could not bribe this axe- 
policeman for a get-away and suddenly remembered 
that one of my faucets over the kitchen sink at 
home needed a washer put on. 

I didn't like the terrible hurry of this "bumping- 
off^' show. Why so much haste? Wouldn't next 
week do just as well? 

I decided to stall for time. Perhaps I could find 
a chance to outwit death. 

Who knows, I may yet be worth more to my 
country alive than in the shape of a minced-ham 
sandwich. 

Besides, let me see how is the severing of my 
physical head going to affect my spiritual body? 
Am I going to go through eternity with a stiff 
neck ? 
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As the executioner stepped toward me, I did a 
"Charlie Chaplin" backwards and demanded the 
usual last courtesies to the condemned. "Get me a 
Turkish minister. I want him to pray for my 
soul!" 

He looked non-plussed and said: "Why Turk- 
ish?" 

I stammered: "I don't want a good CathoHc 
priest to catch a cold down here on my account! 
Also I am entitled to my last supper and smoke. 
Please hurry to the Sahara Desert and get me a 
fresh ostrich egg for my last omlette. I know my 
rights — I stand squarely on the "constitution of 
civilization," 

The voice of the old scientist : "Reyem, I admire 
your devotion to your country and your loyalty to 
life in the face of extinction. 

"Scientists are the guardians of the human race, 
and are brave men. 

"Our profession is above the petty quarrels of 
the layman. We construct, the soldier destroys. 

"I do not ask you now to break a vow to your 
God or country. 

"We hate traitors and our contempt would be 
your reward. 

"Join us in the research department for the bene- 
fit of mankind and FU spare your life," 

I answered : "I'll accept, providing you will prove 
to me that my country will be benefitted." 

He led me to the laboratories and there pro- 
pounded and compounded theories that made my 
head swim. He exposed his mind freely, then ad- 
mitted : "You know, Reyem, I am of the material- 
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istic school. You have heard of our great 'HaeckeF 
— Professor of Zoology and leading biologist of the 
world to-day?'' I admitted knowing of his works 
and monistic theories and his support of "Charles 
Darwin's theories of evolution." 

He continued : "I believe with Haeckel that there 
is no such entity as Creation, or a Creator. 

"I also deny the existence of a 'personal God.* 
It is a childish belief. I deny the immortality of the 
human soul. Freedom of the will is humbug. 

"The Universe is an accident. 

"Evolution is the child of disorder. Man origi- 
nated in structureless lumps of protoplasm unknown 
ages ago. What you 'cerebroists' call psychology, 
mind and soul, is of physical origin. It originated 
and ends in matter. 

"Organic and inorganic substance is one and the 



same. 



The soul is nothing else but molecular and an- 
cestral experience contained in all the cells consti- 
tuting the body, and perishes with the body. 

"This soul is not a free agent, but a slave to its 
body. 

"But," after a pause, "if you can prove abso- 
lutely that I am wrong — ^that God exists — ^that the 
soul survives death — ^you will confer a blessing on 
our people and to mankind at large. Prove to us 
that this world is not the only stage of life for our 
people and we'll gladly give up our 'dream of world 
dominion' here for the larger prospect of dominat- 
ing a universe'' 

I saw my one chance to save America. 
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I suggested: "If I can safely lead your people 
to another larger and better world, will you agree 
to migrate to its shores?" 
Yes, gladly," he responded. 
Mit Kind und Kegel." (With children and 
bowling pins.) 

"I am certain that your position as 'prisoner of 
war' will not prevent our becoming good friends. 

**I am more than anxious to learn more of your 
wonderful 'cerebroism.' I am Professor Eisenbart 
— ^and now, if you will follow me to our 'Care-Kill- 
er* Department, our club rooms, I will introduce 
you and help you make the best of a bad situation. 
Escape, of course, is impossible, and an attempt 
means death." 

Now entering the comfortable den, I was aston- 
ished to see men who during working hours were 
undoubtedly the most serious-minded on earth, frolic 
and play about like children. This, of course, was 
perfect relaxation. They seemed at peace with the 
entire universe. I could hardly believe that these 
men were capable of the horrible atrocities ascribed 
to them, but no doubt were fair specimens of "Von- 
kiUers." 

The acquaintances I made included the "Goddess 
of Wine" and the best cigars I ever shook hands 
with. 

Soon I admitted to myself that the wine really 
was "good stuff" and felt that the bagging of a 
"cerebroist" was being turned into a festivity. 

An army colonel, "Herr Rattenfanger," proposed 
a toast to "Cervelatwurstism," but Professor Eisen- 
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bart explained that the Colonel meant "cerebroism" 
and apologized for the grammatical error. 

I found great difficulty in pronouncing or remem- 
bering the funny long names of these foreigners. 
Captain Shinderhannes requested me to rise and an- 
swer to the toast "to Cerebro — is — Cerebro — ^ah — 
ism" — Gee! that's great wine! — I can hardly say 
"cerebroism" myself. 

Finally I arise in my full cerebroic splendor to 
spellbind a den full of ordinary mortals as follows : 

'Trofessor Eisenbart, Historians, Militarists, 
Fools, and you too, Herr Rattenf anger ! 

"As leader of the Cerebroists on earth, I forgive 
you freely your great crime of mentioning the sacred 
name of 'Cerebroism' underground and by an un- 
derground government, and for the attempt at re- 
straint of the liberty of its leader. 

"Cerebroism and liberty are s)monymous ! 

"There is no Cerebroism where there is no lib- 
erty ! Your wine may prove your redemption, how- 
ever. 

"Know, then, that Cerebroism is older than the 
universe. Cerebroism existed in the primeval, dark, 
frigid void long before the gods of man were bom, 
and Cerebroism will exist when all creation — dark 
or flaming in the heavens — shall have run its cycles 
and vanished again into nothingness. Yes, thinner 
than that ! 

"The last electron going home shall salute the in- 
visible Cerebroic colors. 

"Cerebroism is the only free-bom entity in the 
universe. Everything else from Captain Shinder- 
hannes to the basic forces, energies and laws of God 
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and Nature are bom slaves, captives, obedient to 
masters. 

"The orbit of Cerehroism lies outside the uni- 
verse, yet its power penetrates to the very core of 
the earth and the seat of Herr Rattenfanger^s trou- 
sers. 

"Cerebroism is not ^rnade in Germany,' Japan or 
Washington, but out in the vast expanse of the free 
universe. 

''You have made me the 'stellar attraction' here 
to-night ; then I don't mind telling you that the leader 
of the earth Cerebroists is a ^protege of God' and 
I warn you to be careful. 

"With the powers of Cerebroism at my command 
I can lift up the valleys or level this mountain. 

"The 'grim reaper' doffs his cap and stands at 
attention with his dull scythe in deadly fear when a 
Cerebroist passes. 

"It is hard for humans and soldiers to laugh at 
'life'-^ — only fools do that. Cerebroists never tamper 
with life, but only a Cerebroist can successfully 
laugh at it. The dreams of humans are of the 
brain! The dreams of Cerebroists originate in an 
unlimited unrestrained soul! 

"We Cerebroists do not claim direct descent from 
monkeys or worse, — ^humanity! 

"Humanity pays for its accumulated, collective 
wisdom through countless ages with blood and 
tears ! 

"Cerebroists never pay for anything. They roam 
the universe like free bisons on the plains. They 
satisfy every longing and desire. They build what 
they want direct from primeval ether; form it into 
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atoms or molecules or mass at will and disperse 
them at will. 

"When a Cerebroist enters a mortal body he 
builds his thoughts directly from the source. He 
thinks with ether. You can blackjack his brain or. 
skull without knocking him unconscious. 

"Cerebroists rise or descend to all planets and go 
from one mansion in the heavens to another at their 
sweet win. 

"The suns are only torches and lamp-posts to 
accommodate the universe-trotting Cerehroists. 
We are the guardians of the destinies of your solar 
system. 

"I myself, Richard Reyem, ages ago threw the 
moon out to your earth to act as a mechanical gov- 
ernor to keep your crazy world from overspeeding 
and going to the rocks. 

"All man's troubles begin and end with man. 
Man is his own persecutor, enemy and brutal 
master. 

"Your Statue of Justice has the face of an ignor- 
ant, hypocritical, savage brute. 

"You go to fools for wisdom ! 

"Cerebroists go to the great mental base ! 

"We Cerebroists are like salmon: when we get 
homesick we return to the great river of our birth. 

"And now, before I finish for the evening, does 
any human being or gentleman here want to ask 
me any questions? 

"Any one want to know the antiquity of the 
universe — or light on the 'Einstein' or the 'one 
stone' theory — or the name of the 'creator's Mascot' ? 
The theory of the 'serenity of death'? The 'latest 
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news from cloudland* ? Don't be afraid to ask — 
anything at all. Step right up front ! 

"Anybody want to know about the *Ouija Board' 
or how governmental circles play Wall Street, 
Downing Street, or Wilhelmstrasse with it? 

"Any militarist here want to know how to avoid 
a 'night attack' or colic? 

"The relation of physical torture to social and 
intellectual unrest so prevalent in your world to- 
day? 

"Come, gentlemen, ask any question you like!— 
no trouble. 

"My imagination can never be completely filled. 
The universe isn't large enough to fill it ! 

"To set the entire sidereal universe in a frame 
and bronze the outside of the frame is easy for me! 

"Any one here like legerdemain? Want to see 
me produce a flock of hard, cold facts for the win- 
ter to warm the heart of the champion idealist? 

"No answer? 

"Any one want their brain recharged? Remem- 
ber, your brains are only magnets and lose their 
magnetism when hit by death or old age ! 

"Any one want to know why workers in human 
civilization get the entrails and the idlers the good 
meat ?" 

Here Colonel Rattenf anger asked : "What are the 
objects of war?" 

I quickly responded: "To expand into your 
neighbor's territory and live off him, like Rome did 
— ^the ideal, lazy life of the militarist — in other 
words, to sponge on your neighbor, like women in 
tenement houses do." 



OF HAUNTED MOUNTAIN 121 

Now the "Den" grew noisy with the laughter of 
my audience and "Den" members. 

Captain Shinderhannes : "Professor Reyem, I 
suppose you are a regular visitor at God's home 
and are going to tell us next how his servant al- 
ways forgets to put the salt and pepper on the 
table?" 

This brought another round of wine into circula- 
tion, then I answered : "Refined spirits live on pure 
electricity, only 'Carnivores' use salt and pepper. 
Regarding my 'visits to God,* they are absolutely 
confidential and I would no more confide *our' affairs 
to the sand fleas of the desert than to disclose them 
to you. 

"And now, gentlemen, in all seriousness I want to 
tell you that whatever your 'Social Engineering' en- 
terprise is, you are wasting your social energy and 
human energy. I predict the collapse of your 'Hu- 
manity Wrecking Company' in spite of all your 
omniscience. 

''Mark well my prophesy! Remember God is in 
His heavens. The 'manager of the solar system' 
has his spotters and 'planet inspectors' everywhere. 
If you are doing anything on a big scale without 
the approval of headquarters, then better you were 
never bom." 

The Den grew quiet — ^the thinkers absorbed with 
strange thoughts scattered carefully by me. I 
seemed to have made a deep impression on Pro- 
fessor Eisenbart, and together we left the Den club 
room. 

He accompanied me to my sleeping quarters and 
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wished me a good-night. With a far-away looU 
in my eyes, I replied : 

"Professor Eisenbart, this cave is the 'stage door 
of the universe' for me to-night ; in less than fifteen 
minutes my spirit will pass by the doorkeeper at 
the stage door of your world. If nothing happens 
to me out in God's country to-night, then I'll see 
you in the morning." 

Professor Eisenbart: "Where do you go from 
here?" 

I smiled knowingly and confided: "I am going 
to pay a visit to the 'greatest state in the universe.' " 

The Professor : "What nation or state is that — 
Kentucky?" 

I laughed and said : "No, you've got plenty of 
good *rye' in your cellars here. I mean : The great 
'State of Cerebroism !' The land of the fourth intel- 
lectual estate! Out beyond the portals of death, 
where every slave from your world is a Roman 
Senator unchained from the thraldom of life and 
freed from the clutches of the 'devil's understudies' 
on earth. Out there where every germ is a cheer- 
carrier. Out there where a lover of justice can 
pledge 'eternal treason to tyranny' and despots, and 
live. Out there where a man of your age or 'King 
Lear' can be a 'Romeo' once again. Out there 
where the tides of romance, love and adventure beat 
eternally upon the shores of the great mental sea." 

Professor Eisenbart: "My God! Man alive, 
stop ! You're making me crazy ! You are too great 
to be human! You are the greatest propagandist 
on earth! You are a sorcerer. You are truly the 
confidant and understudy of God. I believe! — ^I 
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believe — for heaven's sake, man, tell me how can 
I become a Cerebroist like you ? Your Cerebroism 
is so spontaneous and inexhaustible. I am begin- 
ning to fear for the master mind of our expedition, 
and our cause, with your unnatural gifts given the 
freedom of these caverns. I am afraid I made a 
blunder in saving your hide. I, the great Pro- 
fessor Eisenbart of world reknown, find myself 
cuddling into your arms like a suckling infant.*' 

I soothed him gently and exclaimed as a climax: 
"If God is incommtmicado to you and mankind, 
then I'll be a wet nurse to you and furnish you with 
celestial milk direct from Heaven." 

He fled in disorder down the damp subterranean 
byivays and disappeared. I recognized in him a 
great subconscious soul of great promise. 

I retired to my bunk with my weather-eye looking 
for a loophole of escape, when a medical officer 
entered with a hypodermic needle outfit. 

He announced : "Pardon me, but I've got to give 
you a shot of this in your arm to insure us against 
your escape to-night." 

I knew a protest was of no avail, so I engaged 
him in conversation and discovered he had been a 
soldier of the soil before his masters stuck him in 
the army. 

I said: "What is the best method of raising 
raspberries ?" 

He answered promptly : "With a teaspoon." 

I knew there was no further use to stall and I 
took the charge. 

When he asked sarcastically, "Do you know the 
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best way to throw dice ?" I barked back, "Yes, throw 
them in the crater." 

I had barely time to make my soul projection 
arrangements before the drug began to dominate 
my body. 



CHAPTER XII 

THE PSYCHIC DETECTIVE 

**TTO, BACCHUS, bring on your mental wineT 

ITm 'Tis I, the spirit of this book. A goblet, 
too, for our reader ! Did you not hear "our reader^' 
rustling the leaves of this book, to summon our aid ? 
Ho, Muses! Summon Arion and the Graces, the 
Fates, CUo and the Nymphs to attend me. 

Now, dear reader, since you have summoned me 
from the grottoes of the print and voiceless letters, 
we will first entertain your haunted brain and wan- 
dering soul with one of "Arion's" ethereal, musical 
selections entitled : "Under the snow the beautiful 
human flowers sleep." 

"Graces! on with that beautiful ballad, *The ruins 
of the mind.' 

"Clio! Recite for our reader: 'Humanity the 
anxious bride of death' — ^also that pretty thing 
called 'Beyond the reach of fate, or the breathless 
escape through the canned atmosphere of the 
worid.' " 

Now, dear reader, while Richard Reyem has tem- 
porarily laid aside the scepter and weight of life 
and is spending the earthly night out in the huge 
abyss of space and time, let me tell jrou what has 
happened in the intervening time. 

125 
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At the hunters' camp Richard Reyem's strange 
disappearance caused his friends to suspect foul 
play. After scouring the forest they returned home 
with his baggage and belongings. 

The famous secret service detective, "Ted Flynn/' 
noted for his great skill and bravery, was at once 
employed to trace Richard Reyem, dead or alive. 

With knowledge of the history of Haunted Moun- 
tain and its unsolved crimes, he worked out a theory 
of his own after subjecting the surviving members 
of the lU-fated hunting party to a rig^d examina- 
tion. 

This scientific bloodhound evidently believed in 
following a trail while it was still hot. Armed for 
any emergency and equipped with special detecting 
paraphernalia of his own invention, he arrived 
alone, secretly in the zone of mystery and danger, 
without the loss of a precious minute. Cautiously 
exploring the region, he appears on the spot where 
Duxter's body had been found. He ponders harii 
and long, finally performing mysterious rites and 
incantations like a high priest of an ancient forgot- 
ten race, then adjusts and sets a "spirit photograph 
camera." 

With the patience and faith of a Hindu Temple 
Priest he repeats these rites, till suddenly leaves 
begin to fly and the noise of breaking twigs disturb 
the weird ceremony. The camera clicks. This ap- 
parently is what the master detective has been ex- 
pecting. 

Next he visits the spot where the bodies of the 
old guide and deer had been found and repeated 
the experiments. Developing his plates, his face 
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portrays an uncanny enthusiasm as if he had solved 
the riddle of the Sphinx of Egypt. 

The spirits of Duxter and of the guide and the 
deer had evidently been summoned by him, and the 
scenes in the forest prior to their death, and the 
actual cold-blooded assassinations re-enacted to the 
minutest details. 

That he now knew the criminals was evident. 
The negatives revealed that the guide had been 
murdered by a bullet elsewhere and his body de- 
posited where found the following spring, and the 
planting of the deer skeleton a clever trick to cover 
the murder. This fooled the coroner or sheriff, 
but was perfectly transparent to this super-ferret, 
aided by his knowledge of spook craft and his kit of 
spook tools. 

Silently following his "clue" through the murmur- 
ing forest, resolutely tracking his prey through long 
whispering hours, we find him at the door of the 
Stephens' cabin. 

It seemed deserted. Slowly opening the door, he 
enters to inspect the interior. A shot and the ring- 
ing of a bell in the distance puzzle him. Now ab- 
sorbed in thought after fine-combing the isolated 
hermitage for further clues, a sharp command, 
"Throw up your hands!" like a lightning bolt 
pierces the silence. 

There in the doorway, crouched like a panther, 
was Stephens, covering the detective with a brace 
of ugly pistols. 

A beautiful young girl with golden hair flowing 
down her shoulders in long curls appears in the 
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door frame at the command of Stephens: 'Tash 
this 'Hawkshaw' to a post!" 

This done, the villainous Stephens gloating as if 
he had hooked an extinct species of "bull" fish, leaves 
the girl to guard the prisoner and disappears into 
the forest, no doubt to report the capture to his 
masters in the caverns of Haunted Mountain and 
for farther instructions as to the disposition of the 
captive. 

Ted Flynn, after a long silence during which he 
closely studied the features of the girl, demanded: 

"What is this man Stephens to you? Why are 
you, with the charms and beauty of a goddess, here 
in tiiis wolfs lair?" 

The girl hesitated, but finally answered : "He is 
my uncle. I have lived here since a child." 

The detective : "I am positive he is no relation to 
you. You are one of his victims without knowing 
it I will prove it!" 

The girl, in great amazement, cried: "You are 
saying this simply to obtain your liberty." 

The detective : "If you will fill your mind with 
recollections of your childhood days and follow my 
directions in setting yonder 'spirit camera,' I think 
your loneliness and unhappy days here will end, and 
a new life will be opened to your soul. I see a 
great future before you. I see a great circle of 
happiness far from here where loving arms await 
you and great riches, rare jewels, a princely lover 
on a snow-white steed, on the golden steps of a 
cathedral altar, are waiting for your debut into his 
world." 

[The girl eagerly did as requested, her mind fo- 
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cussed on "childhood impressions," the magic camera 
now all ears and eyes and functioning at its best 
for the beautiftd lady it, too, had loved at first* 
sight from its shutters. 

An old picture fell from the wall. 

"Quick! Close tlje camera!" exclaimed Fljmn. 
"Now release me and FU solve the riddle of your 
parentage." 

This the girl refused to do, fearing death at the 
hand of Stephens should the detective's promise 
prove a huge hoax and enable him to escape. But 
following instructions, she developed the negatives 
by the operation of indexed buttons, and in a few 
minutes the automatically developed film proved 
beyond doubt that Stephens had kidnapped her in 
childhood. 

Scenes of a happy home, then the frantic face of 
her mother and the original scenes of her abduction 
accurately pictured. 

Tears rolled down her queenly face and a great 
feminine tidal wave drenched the dimples in her 
rounded cheeks. A voice seemed to whisper to her: 
"Trust him and set him free." 

Finally, turning to the detective, she cried: "I 
believe in you, but even if I set you free, you can 
never escape now. You are doomed; but I'll set 
you free and die with you. Something in your eyes 
tells me to trust you, though my life will pay the 
penalty." 

Hardly had she released the last thong that bound 
him when Stephens' shadow appeared in the door. 
The girl quickly crouched in the comer. 

Before Stephens could draw a gun, Flynn had 
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him in a deadly embrace They fought like de- 
mons, no quarter asked and no change given in this 
duel to the death. The healthy mountain life and 
the wiry form of Stephens more than a match for 
the intrepid detective. 

Horrors ! A cry from the girl. Stephens had 
reached his gun and was on top in an instant. 
Flynn was at a disadvantage and another unsolved 
murder with another notch in Stephens' gun seemed 
inevitable. 

Quickly the girl unsheathed a knife concealed on 
her person and slipped it into the hand of the de- 
tective — ^and none too soon. 

A mortal stab, a death yell and the fury abates. 
In the dim light of the room the girl sees a form 
rise from the floor. 

With a horrible shriek, "Stephens!'* she reels to 
the floor. 

A voice assures her : "No, Stephens is dead. You 
have saved my life!" 

Hark! What was that? Footsteps without! 

She calls: "Hello, who's there?" 

A voice answers : "Open the door." She recog- 
nizes it as the property of the half-breed. 

The detective hides the body of Stephens under 
the floor, and the girl speaks through the closed 
door: "I can't open now. Stephens is asleep. I 
don't want to wake him now." 

The silence for the next five minutes is intense. 
What was that creaking in the back of the cabin? 
Horrors! The half-breed is forcing an entrance. 
He did not swallow that "asleep" ruse. 
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The detective gestures to her not to be alarmed 
and to let the half-breed come in. 

Ye Gods ! That's the kind of a detective to hire. 
Let them all come — ^the imps of Hell ! 

Now, as the treacherous form of the "greaser^* 
issues through the hole made by him in prying out 
a log in the rear, the girl simulates fright to allay 
the mongrel's suspicions and not betray the pres- 
ence of the detective. A brief struggle and the half- 
breed has joined his dubious savage ancestors. 

Now the detective hides the bodies in the forest, 
removes all evidence of the encounters, pledges the 
girl not to reveal by word, look or deed the occur- 
rences in the cabin to a living soul. 

With a promise that he will return as soon as 
possible, he plunges into the wilderness. 

Alone in the cabin, she prays for the safety of 
the stranger who had so suddenly brought new 
hope into her lonely existence, and whose name she 
did not even know. 

What would become of her if he failed to re- 
turn? Who was this man of mystery with his 
magic camera ? What was his great mission ? That 
it was honorable she felt with a woman's intuition. 
She had never known the love of a mother, and 
late into the night she gazed up into the starry sky, 
dreaming of the love, life and happiness the young 
detective had inspired. 

Did love come from the stars above to her? In 
the midst of her fairy "love garden" an object on 
the floor rivets her attention. A photograph of a 
young lady of evident refinement and wealth lay 
face up upon the floor. Who was this ? Did it fall 
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from the pocket of her hero during the struggle? 
A look of despair creeps over her lovely counte- 
nance, her golden hair shimmering in the moonlight 
filtering through the glass in the window, 

"Ho! Bacchus! Richard Reyem hath returned 
from the realms of Rip Van Crusoe with new ma- 
terial with which to raise the mind of our reader 
from the commonplace of his world, so now let's 
away and let our crew exetmt !" 



CHAPTER XIII 



THE SOLAR TANKS 



OH, what a night, what a glorious night ! 
I would not have missed the adventure last 
night with "Rip" for a hundred reincarnations. 

Truly the future of man lies screened from his 
five or six senses. Did he but know what lies be- 
yond, what a rush and stampede there would be for 
the borderland where our bodies are designed and 
built with invisible cerebroism. Ah, dear reader, 
get ready for a brainstorm. Stupendous drifts of 
cerebroism have accumulated during my absence. 
An avalanche threatens these pages before you in my 
eagerness to tell you that the day is not far distant 
when the popularity of our solar system ( which has 
been on the wane for thousands of centuries) will 
be restored to its full glory and regal supernal splen- 
dor through the efforts of Rip Van Crusoe and my- 
self this night! 

Soon human intelligence will have run its cycle 
of madness. The gates of the psychopathic asylum 
will open and the spirit of mankind go forth out 
of the night of amnesia and blood-curdling night- 
mares, regenerated. "Atmospheric steeds" of un- 
dreamt design and beauty, swifter than the shell 
of a super-cannon, shall rise at right angle from 
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the periphery of the earth and the wish of the spirit 
shall be law unto the slaves of gravitation and the 
atmosphere support the steeds at rest or browsing 
in the upper pastures. "Newton" himself shall be- 
hold the apples of his favorite orchard fly upward 
at the call of a beautiful "handmaid of science" 
cruising in the azure blue and beyond. Ah! the 
reveille, "you've got to get up this morning !" sounds 
through the caverns. 

What the deuce was that that the "medical 
plumber" pumped into me last night? My body 
feels like a human remnant drawn through the 
wash-wringer of a War Administration. 

Here comes Professor Eisenbart to escort me to 
the breakfast manger. After brief salutations, I 
followed in his goose-steps to my seat in the "car- 
nivorous stock exchange." 

Now they're at it again introducing celebrities 
with names a yard long to my astonished ears. 

Dr. "Spasvogel" offered me a card-de-job-lot, 
and I read : 

"Oatmeal tablets. . . . i860 Calories 
Beef " 1370 

Chicken " 890 

Matured Russians 5700 " pot-owe-iui. 
Cossack-a-la-tartar 23 " 

I threw up my hands and exclaimed : "Tell the 
bus-boy to bring me a fried monkey-wrench! Do 
you mean to tell me you've made sausage and food 
tablets out of the three million Russian prisoners 
in your hands, you high-toned cannibals ?" 
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Dr. "Rachenbutzer," the official dentist of the 
subterranean caverns, here injected this informa- 
tion : "The whole world has joined the Allies, even 
the elements of nature. Tablet food will be the 
scientific food of the future, and less filling of the 
teeth will result. If we don't eat the Russian pris- ' 
oners up, they'll eat us up !" 

Herr "Veruektes, Oss" — 2l chemist, expert on 
Molecular Physics, sitting opposite the table, in- 
forms me that his staff is engaged in manufacturing 
proteins, sugars and starches, as well as drugs and 
medicines, direct from the basic elements of matter 
by secret processes of atomic and molecular dis- 
placements and adjustments. 

Pending proof of this, I took my cereal break- 
fast "with a grain of salt," but was amazed that 
they had hit upon a secret known to Cerebroists. 

Now the bugle call "to work" echoed through the 
cavern chambers and I follow Dr. Eisenbart to the 
Laboratory. He immediately called a conference of 
the scientists and officiated as chairman. The dra- 
matic instinct in his blood urged him to rise as he 
spoke : 

"Mr. Reyem, we know that the great 'cerebro- 
scope' on the mountain top in California operated 
by the Government of the United States was in- 
vented by you. 

"We therefore feel, quite naturally, that many of 
the problems that have baffled our best men will 
yield their secrets to you — to the strange power you 
seem to possess. 

"Now to the point! The problem of greatest 
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benefit to the entire world and of the ntmost im- 
portance to US just now is this: 

''We have detected a strange energy plajring 
around the crater of Haunted Mountain and touch- 
ing here and there certain sectors of this world. 

''We know it b not radiant-energy or any energy 
known to science. Its existence is unknown and 
unsu^)ected. We will submit our researches and 
results of experiments in all their complexity to you 
later.** 

Then a map was spread out before my eyes and 
my brain reeled as they unfolded the most gigantic 
enterprise and plot ever conceived by minds of 
men. An enterprise vaster than any attributed to 
stqperior beings on the planet Mars. 

They had discovered a subterranean river under 
the continents which broadened out here and there 
to the dimensions of subterranean lakes, under the 
floor of the oceans. They had bored shafts at vari- 
ous points through the ocean beds for submarine 
and supply bases. Some of these were near our 
shores. Their implements and submarine crawlers 
and ships were constructed to withstand the terrific 
pressures of the deeps, with lighting facilities and 
expansion and contraction principles employed to 
take care of changes in temperature between the 
interior of the earth and its surface. 

A huge shaft had been bored under the island of 
England for purposes of invasion, or, failing in 
that eventuality, to blow the island out of the sea. 

They explained in great detail the course of this 
subterranean river and where it flowed under their 
own country, forming an uninterrupted waterway 
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and open gate to various lands of the earth, and a 
direct artery to the lake in these caverns. 

I had hardly recovered from this shock when they 
produced a map showing a shaft they had bored 
through the bottom of the volcano crater to the 
core of the earth — 3, distance of four thousand 
miles, through solids, liquids and molten masses, in 
spite of the tremendous heat, pressures, and innu- 
merable obstacles, for two purposes : 

First. To destroy and blow the planet to Kts 
from the core in the event that they lost the World 
War. 

Second. Gravitation being at rest or at minimum 
at the core — for scientific purposes. 

I almost collapsed at the audacity and daring of 
these men. Nothing seemed to be beyond their 
dare-deviltry or willingness to venture. 

Then, as if these wonders were of no significance, 
I stood aghast as Professor Eisenbart told of a 
gravitation control-tank, a huge globular structure, 
having chambers within for maintaining life and 
comfort for passengers, charts and scientific ap- 
paratus, which made regular trips between the 
crater and the boundary or outskirts of the solar 
system, a distance of thirteen trillion miles, to the 
limits of gravitational influence. 

He continued : "You understand that *Alpha Ccn- 
tauri,* the nearest neighboring sim, is distant twen- 
ty-six trillion miles, and the neutral zone between 
our sun and Alpha Centauri, therefore, is practically 
halfway, depending on the force of the push or pull, 
the tug of war between the two opposing suns. Of 
course our 'solar-mobile' is built to withstand all 
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the elements of space, from the heated atmosphere 
under a heavy pressure of fifteen pounds per square 
inch to the absolute zero of frigidity of space and 
vacuimi. 

"Just how we repel or control gravitation or ef- 
fect a neutral state I will not disclose to you now, 
but if you will help us I will reward you with a 
'passenger pass' at the first opportunity. 

"The speed of our *Solar tank' may seem in- 
credible to you and can only be controlled from 
within. The existence of this invention is a war 
secret. Our enemies would not dream of it in a 
thousand years. Discovery now might produce a 
method of secret control from the earth or means 
to nullify or checkmate our plans before maturity." 

I realized that I was expected to discover, isolate 
and harness the secret energy, as well as work out 
an antidote for use against the gravitation control 
tank. 

I protested that they were making me the butt end 
of a huge joke, when Professor Eisenbart escorted 
me to an elevator which he confided was operated 
by a "free space" energy, utilized by them in their 
lighting system, which also operated machinery and 
many apparatuses in the various plants in the cav- 
erns. He stated that as soon as the earth was domi- 
nated by them they intended to reorganize its so- 
ciety and put the entire world on a "secret energy" 
basis, for all manners of power, lighting, manufac- 
turing, heating of buildings and regulating the tem- 
peratiu'e of the planet and its climates and zones. 

"We intend to light the cities of the world from 
the sky at night with this free space energy, also 
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harness the winds, the waters and tides of the seas." 

The elevator rose to the crater bed where I had 
spent the night after my escape from the man-killer 
guide. I saw hundreds of soldiers around a gro- 
tesque monster of the sky, constructed of some heat- 
resisting substance which prevented its melting like 
a meteor when in flight through the atmospheric 
envelope of the earth. 

Soldiers were engaged in removing tanks charged 
with pure hydrogen and many rare gases which 
Professor Eisenbart explained were filled miles 
above the earth, where tfiese gases rise like cream 
in milk bottles. 

Evidently this "anti-gravitation truck" had re- 
turned in the darkness last night. I realized, of 
course, the value of these gases and properties which 
nature prepared free of charge without laborious 
laboratory processes. 

The Professor pointed to a switch in the chamber 
and said : "This controls a huge space-energy mag- 
net, for use in hauling guns to gun-beds or picking 
up our men in flight or mowing down enemy lines. 
We can fit our gravitation-control tanks with reap- 
ers like a mowing machine and at terrific speed cut 
down an army or drag a position like a cyclone. 
We can make miniature moons out of these tanks, 
fit them with huge powerful lights, circle them 
around the earth or dark sectors, and light up the 
earth at night like turning on an electric bulb in a 
dark cellar. 

"We can lift, sink or destroy ships at sea or level 
buildings to the ground with these monsters." 

He added: "To charge these solar tanks it is 
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necessary to connect with the core of the earth 
through the crater and the mother tank at the other 
extreme — ^the outside boundary of the solar system. 
This is done through the ether and not by solid con- 
nections, of course. 

"Our 'Mother tank' has been away some time and 
on her return the invasion of this continent will 
begin, and we will take possession at once for the 
benefit of the world." 

I replied: "Your race is stark mad! You will 
have a terrible awakening !" 

We descended to the laboratories. Hope for es- 
cape seemed remote. I must go on and be on the 
alert. Who knows — every huge organization has a 
weak link somewhere. Fll trust in destiny and my 
good right eye. 

The subject dropped for the present, the scien- 
tists busy with experiments, the Professor pushes a 
button and a lively musical air floats into the room 
from somewhere, and a balmy mixture of ozone and 
pine oil enriches the air, refreshing my lagging 
spirit as my thoughts revert to the promise of a 
"pass" and ride in a "solar tank." 

Somehow my flighty imagination associates a pos- 
sible escape with an eloping "solar steed" galloping 
through the night air, with hoofs clattering on the 
gaseous highways. Dream on, till Richard is him- 
self again ! Dream on ! 

♦ ♦ ♦ 4c 4c 3|t 4c 

I have spent my first week in captivity in the 
laboratories assisted by able analysts of every de- 
scription, "micro-analysts," "ray and wave-length 
analysts," "electron aiialysts," "new thought sur- 
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veyors," and "mind explorers" of inconceivable 
caliber. 

I have suspected from the beginning that the un- 
known energy pla3nng about the crater was a no- 
madic current of "mind pressure" or "creative mind 
pressure" with which the oceans of space are fairly 
bursting — ^powerful "mind spots," like sun spots, 
thrown out from the great mental core and spiritual 
center of gravity. 

A runner between the master mind of the cav- 
erns and Professor Eisenbart's laboratory. Dr. 
Stoolgong, at intervals hurries in and inquires: 
"Have you discovered anything yet ?" 

Yesterday I said to him: "Yes, I've discovered 
there is no Santa Claus," and I let him look into an 
ultra-super-microscope, saying: "What do you see?" 

He laughed and said: "It looks like a 'Wanz' 
crawling around." 

I said: "This speck is in reality a huge giant. 
He has centrillions of eyes, each eye a lens, free 
from imperfection and of universal diameter. This 
organism is the deadliest and most dangerous to 
trifle with. It is sure death to 'nature-fakirs,* con- 
querors, tyrants ; no power on earth can sterilize it 
or kill it. Unlike animals such as the 'dragons of 
superstition' contemporaneous with it, it thrives in 
strong light and survives all attempts at extermina- 
tion and buries all traces of its enemies deep into 
the dust of time." 

He stepped away from the microscope, trembling 
in terror and shouting: "What's the name of this 
horrible thing?" 

I said: ''Truthr 
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Slamming the door, he ran exclaiming : "Knave ! 
You're not fit to sleep with pigs !" Professor Eisen- 
bart, however, came to my defense and assured me 
that "I was fit," to whidi I added that I had no 
choice in the matter. 



CHAPTER XIV 

THE SEANCE ^THE BIRD MEN 

AFTER luncheon a rumor permeates the labo- 
ratory that the spy system, the guides, her- 
mits and forest settlers — ^the disguised secret spies 
of this military octopus — ^had trailed and captured 
another victim and that he was now in the clutches 
of the silent third degree. 

An hour later a man staggers into my depart- 
ment, led by Colonel Shinderhannes into my pres- 
ence. 

"Is this the man?" his inquisitor asks him. 

"Yes," is the quiet reply of the strange prisoner. 

The prisoner eyed me curiously and never did 
eyes and an intelligent mask speak plainer to an 
astonished and joyous eye. 

"He came ! I saw ! I knew !'* 

Now the prisoner asked permission to speak to 
me alone. On the assurance of Professor Eisen- 
bart, the inquisitor consented. 

To my great satisfaction the prisoner whispered 
to me that he was a United States Secret Service 
detective on my trail and that my friends had re- 
turned home safe with the news of my strange dis- 
appearance. He feared escape was impossible and 
his game was up. He related all his movements and 
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experiences to me. The fate of a young giri in the 
Stephens cabin seemed to worry him most. He 
confided that he had saved his "Spirit Camera" and 
apparatus and their nature and the place of con- 
cealment. 

I at once interceded for him to save his life, but 
Professor Eisenbart was obdurate. 

He said: "The fact that the prisoner is a de- 
tective is against him. He will be shot, his body 
disguised as a hunter and laid in a runway or trail 
near 'comical Brown's' camp, to give the appear- 
ance that he shot himself accidentally, which is the 
usual procedure. Brown and another guide will be 
the witnesses in case an inquest is held." 

The detective was silent. Fate had dealt him 
from the bottom of the deck, and he was a game 
loser. 

"I'll make you a present of my neck," he said, 
"if you will only save that beautiful *red head' in 
Stephens' cabin." 

Truly "Pythias" could not have done "Damon" 
better, I thought. I looked at my watch — ^an omen. 
Surely it was not his time to die. What simple 
instruments the gods use to actuate thought in sim- 
pler implements — ^the brains of simpletons called 
men. I knew this man conld not die, so turning to 
Professor Eisenbart, I pleaded : 

"Touch a hair on his head, and the spirit camera 
and his 'spirit tool bag* are lost to our experimental 
laboratory forever. Who knows what his knowl- 
edge and his 'Aladdin's' camera may or may not do 
in our hands ? The secrets you have sought with so 
much pains may be wrapped up in this case. Is 
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there a man here so low who never to himself hath 
said : 'From the sun-kissed hills to the Golden Gate 
of California, that magic word — Teruna'?*' 

All the scientists looked at one another, none 
would acknowledge their ignorance of that word or 
its spirit contents. They dared not! Their inter- 
national and bottled reputations were at stake. 

I saw them wavering on the Rubicon (like Julius, 
the great Geeser) . I shouted and clenched my fists : 
"Your master mind may be master of Rome, but 
kill this detective and incur the wrath of his 'spirit 
control' through which he operates his camera, and 
your master, 'though Master of Rome, will never 
be master of the Roman Empire' — ^this beautiful 
world, so full of fair American damsels and Mil- 
waukee breweries." 

Long live Peruna! 

Professor Eisenbart, deeply touched by the "De- 
mosthenes" oration delivered by the eloquent attor- 
ney for the defense of Peruna, threw up the sponge 
and the detective's life was spared simultaneously. 

Under guard, the detective recovered his camera 
and returned to the caverns to earn his daily com- 
pressed "Russian soldier calories tablets" by the 
sweat of his wits beside me in the laboratory. 

At the club room that evening Professor Eisen- 
bart informed us that the girl referred to had been 
captured and brought in by the spy. Comical Brown, 
and that she was safe, but imprisoned within the 
caverns. 

This pleased the detective immensely as he heaved 
a sigh that shivered the moon. 
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The Professor added : "Another one of our spies 
now occupies the Stephens^ listening-post" 

♦ 4c 4c 4c 4c 4e ♦ 

Curiosity has attracted many notables of this con- 
queror's race from the inner and exclusive circles 
of the caverns to our "care-killer" rendezvous to- 
night A prince of the "divine-right" dynasty — his 
Highness "Zum-Misthaufen," with his retinue, 
"Graf Rindsvieh Rex-du-armes-Volk," accompanied 
by the well-known courtiers, "Muenchener. Hof 
Brau" and "Rhine- Wine-'mit'-Hoffning" — are ex- 
pected to put in their 2q)pearance. 

The scheduled demonstration of the "Spirit- 
Camera" by Ted Flynn starts on time. The audi- 
ence is requested to concentrate their minds. 

Doctor "Von-der-Kneip" interrupts to say: 

"Fellow cave-dwellers, I think if we scientific ma- 
terialists will apply ourselves to the promotion of 
human happiness here on earth and the science of 
government and leave this nonsense of spiritism and 
the philosophy of the soul to the alleged spirits, the 
quicker we'll be out of the dark, uncomfortable 



caves. 



"] 



While we live 'only' are we spirits. 

No spirit can function except with matter. 

When we die we will be 'dead spirits' — ^as dead 
as stone. We were dead spirits before the birth of 
our bodies. These two prisoners are clever propa- 
gandists, and this Camera, like every spirit medium 
that was ever born, mercenary frauds working their 
tricks on fools and hysterical lunatics in the dark. 
*'There are intelligent creatures on many worlds 
— why not? And the ether readily transmits mes- 
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sage$ of 'kinetic energy' if they know how to utilize 
it and send it in our direction, like light energy, 
and if we had the instruments we could receive or 
send messages. That's no mystery. But they can 
only be sent or received by living creatures — ^live 
spirits, not dead spirits. 

"If a spirit world were more perfect and ante- 
dating creation and eternal after creation again 
vanishes, then why create matter at all ? How silly 
and unscientific! 

"A sensitized plate in a photograph camera will 
register and imprint light sent trillions upon tril- 
lions of miles, and I defy this man to register or 
imprint so-called spirit-forms or mind-pressure. Fll 
stake my mother-in-law against his camera!'* 

This harangue was merely a pretext — I realized — 
to circumvent the military rules against gambling. 
They had seized this event for gambling purposes 
like crap-shooters. 

Fl3mn and myself covered all the bets at odds 
J'anging from ten to one to even money. 

Presently the camera began its clicking and de- 
veloping. The pictures automatically screened rap- 
idly on the white painted wall. 

The first was the spirit of "Omar," the tent- 
maker's son, erecting his tent. This caused much 
laughter. 

Next the animated spirit of a dog scratching up 
heaps of dirt. 

Dr. "Spasvogel" remarked: "There is not a 
square inch of surface on the earth where some 
creature has not died — this doggie has kicked up a 
thousand of our ancestors." 
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Von-der-Kneip : "You mean spirits?" 

I answered: "The soul needs no discoverer! It 
IS self-evident! You believe the stars and all cre- 
ation are the result of accident? I tell you they 
were fashioned with thought as you fashion your 
IJ' boats and 'Zeppelins/ but I admit that if tiiere 
is any intelligence it must be outside the portals of 
this world. 

'^ou see electrons, or rather you know that elec- 
trons and atoms turn hay-foot, straw-foot into po- 
sition with military precision to form molecules and 
worlds. Who commands them? 

"Colonel Shinderhannes ? Who put the specifi- 
cations and plans in the seeds ? You prate of *par- 
ent-memory/ 'heritage/ 'biology/ evolved by 'natu- 
ral selection' and the 'survival of the fittest/ I tell 
you they were evolved by 'cerebroism* — sl separate 
and distinct higher law than natural selection." 

Dr. "Stoolgong" : "How do you account for all 
the lame-ducks in nature if the spirit is so perfect 
and independent of nature?" 

I replied: "Have you ever taken a course in 
Physics?" 

He answered: "I did once, but I didn't like the 
taste." 

I said : "When you see loved ones and beautiful 
scenes in your sleep, you don't use your optic nerve. 
When you talk to your friends in dreams your 
tongue is silenced. When you hear them in dream- 
land your ears are muffled in sleep, which is imita- 
tion death. Do you know at this moment this room 
is filled to overcrowding with spirits observing your 
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movements and reporting them to spiritual spies — 
to your enemies ? 

"Spirits have spirit bodies, for without them spir- 
its would have no value, no action, no existence, no 
pleasure, no memory. The spirit body is always 
perfect inside of an imperfect earthly body, and if 
you are short-changed in one life you get your 
money back with compound interest in the next life/* 

Here the detective summoned some "assorted" 
spirits for manifestation. 

"I am little Tommy — shix years old — hie—: — ^* 
said an invisible voice. 

Von-der-Kneip : "So young and full of spirits!" 

Dr. Eisenbart: "Let me suggest a test. A bed- 
side experiment in our hospital quarters — ^photo- 
igraph the spirit leaving the body of a dying sol- 
dier." 

All proceeded to the hospital ward. The camera 
was set up and f ocussed on a paralytic who had been 
in a comatose state all day. His spirit was still 
imprisoned, but unable to express through the dis- 
eased brain. The orderly feels the pulse and said : 
"Very weak. He'll expire soon." Signs that this 
spirit was packing his trunk were noticeable. The 
spectators are assembled behind the camera. 

Suddenly Von-der-Kneip, looking into the field of 
the camera, exclaims': "Lieber Strohsack! There 
he is standing beside his body at the bed. How 
lifelike, and laughing, look! He's looking this way." 
Now a number of spirits come in and approach the 
bed, and all depart through the solid wall. Matter 
was indeed an open door to spirits. 
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The money was fairly won. Surely there could 
be no welching on bets after such proof. 

The audience began toying with magazine g^ns 
on their hips, and a spoke^nan finally said: "We 
do not believe that this was a grade 'A* union spirit ; 
none of us noticed a label on him.'* 

The detective replied : "Let us return to the care- 
killer and continue the seance." 

Arrived there, a tambourine flies across the room 
and hits a general. He roars: "Raus-mit-'em ! I 
thought the Spanish were neutral." 

I said : "That was a wild Irishman, not a Span- 
iard." 

He cried : "I'll puncture him with my forty- four 
if he starts any safe-moving." 

The fumes from a sulphur match caused a re- 
mark: "I suppose next we'll see a phosphorous- 
painted spirit hand!" 

A voice croaks : "Ray-mon !" — evidenty a Scotch- 
man after a wee drop. 

Now the detective opens a small jewel case, takes 
out a "spirit scale." He called upon the spirits to 
exert "spirit pressure" upon it. Almost at once it 
registered one hundred and fifty pounds. "Now 
step off, please," the detective demanded. Instantly 
it dropped to zero. 

What is the name of this spirit?" he asked. 
^Napoleon Bones-apart," was the reply. 

A hush fell upon the audience. 

Dr. Eisenbart: *Ask him to get General Grant, 
Alexander the Great, Frederick the Great, Ivan the 
Terrible, and Queen Victoria, the Kaiser's old grand- 
mother, together, and read the cards for us." 



tr 
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In five minutes this handwriting appeared on the 
wall : "Autocracy is doomed from kitchen to palace ! 
Beware, Autocrat, Plutocrat, Bureaucrat, and Demo- 
crat! 

"No nation can conquer the world. Remember 
Atlantis ! Remember Carthage ! Remember me and 
Josephine ! 

"Everything has its place ! The fish in the oceans ! 
The birds in the air! Live your time in your own 
clime ! 

"Democrats, beware! The great night and the 
glaciers are coming!'' 

With horrible, hollow, mocking, spectral voice: 
"Beware! The Mongolians are coming! The Tar 
Babies are coming back! Ha, hah! to claim the 
Sphinx and the Seven Seas !'* 

Signed : "Napoleon." 

This threw the conclave into confusion, during 
which the detective and myself retired. 

Dr. "Kirchhof invited me into his private apart- 
ment to discuss a pet hobby which seemed to obsess 
him. He paused before a glass vacuum globe and 
said : "I fear you will not credit your own senses. 
You are now facing a great enigma and most pro- 
found phenomena. 

"I have, isolated in this vacuum globe, the living 
brain of my intimate friend, 'Professor Spurlos- 
Versenkt,' who died ten years ago. His brain was 
bequeathed to me, and immediately after his death 
I separated the brain from his skull. 

"The brain, now independent of a blood supply 
or a body and spinal cord, is fully conscious, bril- 
liantly active. 
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"I attribute this phenomena to the radio activity 
of the brain. I do not know if his individuality or 
memory would survive were I to destroy his brain. 
I believe that only the experiences during his life- 
time, or stored up intelligence, are functioning. No 
new thoughts are in evidence. He seems alone in 
the universe." 

I was startled at the gruesome sight 

Here was a "captive soul" living in a dark tene- 
ment as yet unconscious of the "dawn of immor- 
tality." He was at the "Keyhole of Heaven," and 
his trusted friend held the key. Near enough to 
hear the "footfalls of God," and the time at his 
command to write the "memoirs of his soul," yet a 
slave to cruel matter. 

"The grave is but a covered bridge, leading from 
light to light," Longfellow said many years ago. 

This prisoner, powerless to bum the bridge be- 
hind him, is wondering if God is the God of the 
living or the God of the dead. 

Thus meditating, as I sought the privacy and 
peace of my own quarters for the night, I passed 
the lake where the sensation of the evening was 
being rehearsed before the multitudes of men in 
uniform. 

An invention which had been kept a secret, and 
now pronounced a success, was being subjected to 
final tests. 

''The Bird Men — The Black Angel Army'^ was 
the strange name distinguishing these warriors. 
Each man fitted with removable wings of great 
power, controlled by compact motors on their backs, 
operated by a secret energy discovered by these 
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scientists. The wings when not in use^ folded up 
like bird wings. They resembled fallen angels pic- 
tured in the Good Book. 

With astounding rapidity they rise from the 
ground and soar over the lake, sweeping down with 
swords in their hands and throwing imitation bombs. 
The sight is spectacular in the extreme. 

The detective now joins me, and remarks : "What 
does it all mean ?" 

'Ilerr Bappelmaul,*' an officer, answers : "We in- 
tend to people all the stars with German angels! 
Don't you know that God himself is a German? 
Our Kaiser has admitted it." 

I put a restraining hand on the detective's shoul- 
der and whispered : "Caution is the better part of 
valor." 

Patience ! The hour has not struck. 

I retired to my quarters to seek aid and comfort 
in the "Haunts of Rip Van Crusoe." 



CHAPTER XV 

THE SEARCH FOR THE PERFECT WORLD 

ALONE in my sleeping quarters at last! Ah! 
what a blessing is solitude! Here my heated 
brain can cool, discard its mental clothing, its uneasy 
crown, and notify the janitor to regulate the purple 
flowing to "God's Jester" — the human brain. 

"iEsop ! Come entertain with a fairy legend this 
fool, my brain, and hypnotize it with a twilight 
lullaby till I return. 

"Ah ! 'Alice in Wonderland' — come, enter boldly 
among the bugs and harmless dwellers in my lowly 
brain, for there is beauty and enchantment in the 
fantastic r^alm in my *brain-land' unsuspected by 
the other world. It is my own 'Treasure Island,' 
where my dreamful mother hid her 'fairy toys' be- 
fore my birth." 

Ah! the spirit "Wanderlust" is yodling and call- 
ing me from the heights of "Fomalhaut." 

Plainly I hear the vacuum-cleaner whirring on the 
"Magic-Carpet" out yonder. "Aries," the ram, 
must have slept on it. 

Far from the loot of the mortal world, I hear the 
strains of a "magic lute." 

Once again I have suspended animation in my 
poor body, in the caverns, with the aid of cerebro- 
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ism. My spirit again has answered "The call of 
the Universe." My soul has heaved its anchor for 
the night. Rip Van Crusoe, where art thou? 

"I am master of my soul" and "captain of my 
destiny" only as long as I steer clear of the spirit 
sirens, vampires, loreleis and mermaids, luring un- 
lucky spirit sailors to the rocks. 

However, I have not ventured out of the earth 
atmosphere. I look dowu and behold a terrific light- 
ning storm. A cyclone is rooting up the earth. How 
mighty speaks the tongue of nature, but not a trace 
of sound escapes or penetrates into the vacuum out- 
side of the earth. How demoniacal the fury of the 
untamed elements. See an uncivilized bolt convert 
a church steeple into ruins, scattering noble Chris- 
tianity to the four winds, like destructive bolts of 
ignorant wisdom from a peace table. 

I raise my spirit voice in prayer, "God have 
mercy on all consciousness in your universe." 

Gee! see those poor human insects run for life as 
panicky as ants on an ant hill or bees in a bee-hive 
cataclysm. Nature must be vivisecting the human 
race — she sure is mad at something. 

I knew my prayer was useless — only a habit in- 
spired by fear. I might have known that eternal 
laws would not be altered to oblige me. 

How funny a cataclysm is when it doesn't con- 
cern us. Human beings can tear the guts out of 
living creatures like spaghetti, torture mice, cats, 
dogs, monkeys, horses, guinea pigs in their chamel 
rooms, breed animals for their hides, feathers, furs, 
serums and lymphs, and rap them on the co-co with 
perfect nonchalance, but if a human skin is scratched 
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bjr a poor burglar out to make a decent Unag in 
the twentieth cc uimy , a whole ci^ gets excited 
about It 

Great Scott! widiout knowing it I have drifted 
out more than thirtv-fire million miks, and am 
nearly on top of Mars. The omfiguration of the 
earth's surface is sharply outlined. A gToiq> of 
CTcnxpy M^tians are making observations* evidently 
believing a network of lines on the earth's face to 
be huge spider webs spun by monster earth spider 
dwellers. Little do they dream that those lines be- 
long to highly intelligent railroad syndicates. 

The outlines and shadings of the land and oceans 
on earth arc so prominent, I wonder why the gov- 
ernments do not employ a geographical system of 
communication with Mars — by contracting and ex- 
panding the geographical lines on the face of the 
world. 

Again, by shifting battlefields from Europe to the 
Great Desert, the white sands of the desert would 
become drenched with blood, and the red color 
scheme would be intelligently read through tele- 
scope and spectroscope analysis by the Martians 
and increase our prestige as first-class wireless sav- 
ages. 

Now a Martian spirit hails me and says, "I see 
quite a storm on earth." With native pride I re- 
plied: "Ah! go and put your snow-cap on — ^your 
canal-boats are leaking," and strolled out towards 
the "Milky-Wa/' to visit a dairy, when I heard a 
dismal howl. I didn't want to get bitten in my im- 
agination, so I kept out of reach. I know it must 
be "Sinus," the dog star. 
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Soon I located "Rip" in "Canopus" — 3, cafe of 
first magnitude. Rip says, "I like to hang out in 
'Canopus' on cold nights, because it is about one 
hundred and fifty times bigger in diameter, and 
gives about sixty thousand times more heat and 
light than Old Sol, your old furnace. Why don't 
you tow the old earth over to Canopus and solve 
the coal problem for that old fr)ring-pan." 

I said: "No, Rip. A Canopus year is so long 
we'd only have one birthday, but the earth is getting 
to be intolerable with its coalless Tuesdays, loveless 
Thursday nights, wheatless Mondays, jobless Sat- 
urdays, movieless Sundays, senseless rabbles, pitiless 
wealth, heedless Wall Streets, trainless and track- 
less wildernesses, and brainless distribution." 

Finally I said: *'I tell you what I came out to 
see you about, Rip ! I'm looking around for a per- 
fect world, not for myself this time, but for a friend 
of mine — a certain Professor Eisenbart in the cav- 
erns on earth. Now you look around and let me 
know. I guess there's a piece of change in the deal 
for you. 

"You see. Rip, it's this way. There are too many 
races of people on earth, and every race and nation 
wants to be the boss and dominate, and dictate to 
the rest of the world. Now I've got a scheme to 
find a perfect large world for each of them and ship 
them off, each nation and race by themselves, sepa- 
rated by distances of a thousand light years. 

"Professor Eisenbart has agreed on behalf of the 
German Empire to migrate — ^to move his race and 
nation and their furniture to another world if I can 
find one that's suitable. One that has all improve* 
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merits, up-to-date, that's not rented or encumbered 
with fourteen crazy notions in the lease or deed. 
It must have running water and woods, an even, 
genial climate all the year round, so that they can 
live comfortably in the well- ventilated clothing of 
Mother Nature, and insure abundant crops of fruit 
and life-sustaining food uniformly and perpetually. 
Mother Nature must produce sufficiently unto each 
day. There must be no dangerous germs, insects, or 
dangerous animals, or vegetation to cause fear or 
sickness. The planet must be built along the lines 
of hygiene, and afford safety for life and limbs. 
There must be no nights, but a constant soft Solar 
illumination. What I want really is an improve- 
ment on Heaven, embodying all the best features 
of the billions of worlds into one. Remember, abso- 
lutely 'No work !' Everything must come naturally, 
without effort. A longing for an apple must some- 
how actuate something to bring it from the tree to 
the hand. 

"There must be no iron or dangerous minerals. 
Temptation might make money or ploughshares out 
of it. Life must last as long as the planet. The 
further raising of children will then be unnecessary ; 
they are a nuisance an3rway. They mark and smear 
ever)rthing up with pencils and are destructive. 

"However, in time this race can add to their 
stock, if desired, by burying their eggs in the warm 
sands or spawn like fish.'* 

Rip says: "What in Hell do you want to make 
out of those people — monkeys ? What are you — ^the 
Peace Conference?" 

However, Rip fell in with my plan and together 
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we two "buoyant spirits in ether" scoured the four 
corners of the universe in search of the fabled "Val- 
halla." We searched high and low. We passed up 
arcadias, happy hunting grounds, celestial harems^. 
Utopias and milleniums by the score. Each of these 
gems had a flaw. 

Finally we neared the point from which we first 
started out scouting, and I shouted: "Look, Rip! 
Right down there, below our very noses." We de- 
scended and our quest was ended. One glance at 
this emerald was decisive. We applied every acid- 
test, but its lustre, shimmer and sheen was as eternal 
as the English rock of Gibraltar in Spain. 

We staked it at once and set out on the long 
ethereal journey to register the claim in the name of 
Germania. 

I said: "Rip, this is the biggest day's work in 
the universe. This day will live in the pages of 
the history of the universe. We are the originators 
and inventors of the plan for 'the transmigration of 
mortals.' This means peace on earth! Good-will 
to Liberty! 

"Remember how the Count of Monte Cristo tolls 
off his victims, looks heavenward, and exclaims, 
'One !' 

"We have rid the world of ntmiber one, Rip; 
who will be number two? 

"When the last specimen of *Homo Sapiens' is 
gone from the world, we'll claim it and rule it be- 
tween us like Caesar and Anthony. You can be 
Anthony. We will populate it with young fairies 
of ravishing beauty, immaculate purity and unsexed 
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by a neutral moral decree from Heaven. You will 
be their potentate and they will grace your throne. 
They will dance for you and fan the tropical languid 
heat into fury with palm leaves till you go mad, 
mad, mad ! Then the weird Oriental tom-tom, tom- 
tom-tom beatings shall cease forever their unearthly 
din on earth, and when you are completely cured 
of the lure of sex and proof against every divine 
Cleopatra's charms and your spirit nose is no longer 
susceptible to worldly incense, then FU initiate you, 
personally, as a Tastmaster Deer Smeller' into the 
'mystic Order of Cerebroism.' 

**Then I, Richard Reyem, the leader of the Cere- 
broists, shall ride in triumph in a fiery chariot and 
thou, good Rip, shall cover the street with palms and 
gold for my entry. Thou shalt feed the watch- 
fires with the rarest spices and perfumed incense. 
The fairest of the fairies shall anoint my feet with 
non-ticklish balm. Thou shalt saddle an ass — ^the 
symbol of civilization — and lead him to it at the 
top of Mount Moria and sacrifice him to the glory 
of Cerebroism. And I shall cleanse thee and exalt 
thy name to the fairies. I shall part the waters 
with a stick of dynamite in the dead sea, and thou 
canst take thy annual bath. I will bless thy days 
and number thy days with the indifferential calculus. 
The nights you can manage for yourself and thou 
shalt take unto thee — for it is not good for a cere- 
broist to be alone — the children of God, and thou 
shalt build an ark of timber and the best demo- 
cratic planks, and take by the neck two of each 
type of these surviving savages and exercise the 
unwritten law. Thou shalt discover thy nakedness 
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and the nakedness of nature and the universe, and 
I shall put a curse upon expensive shoddy clothing. 
Thou shalt be my prophet, and I shall profit thereby. 

"Then I shall ascend to the highest pinnacle of 
the deserts of Egypt and wave my magic cerebroic 
wand. The Sphinx shall whisper her secret into our 
ears through the blatant trumpet of antiquity, and 
I shall proclaim the kingdom of cerebroism, and 
thou, dear Rip Van Crusoe, shall be the first to call 
me Emperor of the Universe! 

"Rip, ril be the first to yell To Hell with the 
King!' — I did not come here to praise Caesar, but 
to bury him. 

Long live Et tu. Rex Brutus ! 
Ruat Coltunl Resurgam! — Long live the 
Queens !" 

I replied : "Rip, you are not a thirty-third degree 
Cerebroist yet, but I realize that a fifty-one per cent, 
control, even in a 'spirit corporation,' is not safe 
from attack by naturalists. 

"I will have God underwrite all necessary bonds 
for the 'Cerebro Kingdom' on earth, and keep the 
aces and the highest trick in the safe deposit vaults 
of Saint Peter, and you can play your queens or 
the rest of the marked deck, and I'll beat you hands 
down." 

4e sk > sk sk sk a|e 

Rip: "Let's dig up a restaurant somewhere be- 
fore you start home for the caverns." 

Arm in arm we sauntered over to the Hercules 
"Gang of Worlds." Rip picked out a quick- 
lunch room place, saying: "This place ain't fancy, 
but it's cheap." We entered and sat down to read 
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a blurred, dirty, time-worn menu-card, evidently 
written by a foreigner. We read: "Rust-beef, 
lamp chops, and zupp." Seeing the use the guests 
at the tables made of the napkins, I knew that 
oysters were in season. The sawdust on the floor 
looked as if it was responsible to no one except the 
Board of Health. A sign, "We get our milk from 
cows," was a redeeming feature. "Love thy neigh- 
bor, and watch your overcoat*' made every later 
guest look at us with suspicion. 

Rip asked the waiter : "How are your kidneys ?" 
The chef yelled back : "All right. How's yours ?" 
Rip gargled his soup carefully, and picked out a 
pump-handle. The manager treated the guests to a 
little conversation over the phone : "Hellow ! — ^is this 
the Pushandpull Company? Awright, Well, why 
doan you send me gesterday handle for kitchen 
pump?" Rip interrupts him and says : "Here, Boss, 
here is your pump-handle in my stew." A stove on 
the floor gives about as much heat as a Christmas 
candle. The proud manufacturer has his name cast 
into the feed door : "Hundskaelte and Chowderhaf t 
Company, Vega, Hercules, Universe 'A.' " 

Rip: "That's so the proprietor knows where to 
send for repairs for the stove." 

I said : "Oh, I thought that was to let the guests 
know where to complain for heat." 

A sign went up in the window, "Under new man- 
agement." Rip says : "We don't pay. We ate our 
garbage under the old management and our liability 
is merged with their assets." He convinced the 
proprietor that according to "Hoyle" the law was 
on our side, and we walked out discussing ptomaine 
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poisoning antidotes. It was indeed a lowly "Spirit 
Lunch Room." 

We got aboard a great electric current going 
south of the universe equator, but finding its speed 
only about two hundred and fifty thousand miles 
per second, we got off. Rip says: "That stuff is 
only fit to convey light which is satisfied to travel 
186,000 miles per second. Why, we could get off 
and pick berries and run after that huckleberry line 
and catch it!" 

We jumped on a mental current going at infinite 
speed. Its source is mind pressure, and it is only 
subject to the power of imagination. Mentally, 
there is no such thing as distance. Mind practically 
annihilates distance. To get off this mental cur- 
rent, without wanton destruction of ether, is a highly 
complicated proposition. It is done by a system of 
differentials. 

A spirit instinctively knows the specific speeds of 
matter and mind — of energy and force. A spirit 
can slip onto a "merry-go-round" of molecules, 
atoms, or electrons, or "shoot-the-shoots" on a "men- 
tal-toboggan," or slip off again at will with the aid 
of the "differential." Of course, the mechanical dif- 
ferential used on automobiles, on earth, is no com- 
parison. 

In this way the entire universe is really in close 
touch. 

Only a few minutes separate the worlds, instead 
of millions and trillions of years, which is the com- 
mon belief of mortals. They don't know how to 
connect, how to use the differential. They follow 
blindly the common carriers of light, but of course 
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midgets hanging on straps in snail-shells, crawling 
only sixty miles an hour, cannot be expected to 
realize that "Mars'* and "Venus" are in the same 
block, and that Mrs. Jones on Mars and Mrs. Smith 
on Venus both could have the same washerwoman 
to bring the scandal. 

We discovered that the great mental current 
passed close to the gates of Hell. Rip suggested to 
stop over and do a little slumming. 

At the Gates of Hell. 

Standing before the huge archaic entrance to the 
infernal regions in meditative mood, I wondered 
what queer twist of primitive mentality could have 
conceived such a monstrosity. To this invisible 
"Empire of Terror" the Church and State of Chris- 
tianity paid tribute for centuries, like nations and 
merchantmen to Barbary Coast pirates. 

When I contemplated the fear and horror this 
thing had inspired in innocent children, and the aged 
human workhorse, with one foot in the grave, I 
wound my main spring with self-reliance and with 
full power of the will I shouted through the bars of 
the Gates of Hell with perfect self-control frothing 
at the mouth : 

^'Satan, you're a liar! You are a coward and a 
thief! Come outside and put me out! I dare you 
to come out and get behind me ! 

"Open the gates, I command, or I'll break into 
Hell 'Tis I, Richard Reyem, the Light of the 
World, at your gate! 'Tis I, your master, the 
Master Metaphysician ! The greatest prestidigitator 
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occultism has ever known! Imps of hell, on your 
knees ! Cerebroism will crumble your kingdom into 
the dust ! Behold my magic wand of reason! 'Un- 
der this sign I conquer f ^' 

A thousand times on earth the challenge of "Go 
to Hell" has offended my ears. I have come at last ! 
How many times have people told me "They'd see 
me in Hell first" ? How they have taunted me with, 
"Yes, when Hell freezes over,*' and encouraged my 
noble efforts with, "You have no more chance than 
a snowflake in hell/' 

Ah, Father Time ! you are a miracle-worker. All 
things come to those who wait. When I stalked the 
poverty-stricken earth alone, unknown, like a tramp 
cat, dreaming my dreams of "the conquest of 
Heaven," you and you alone succored me. You 
laughed with me, not at me, and now, kind Father, 
you have crowned my high heaven daring upward 
climb at last! Here I am in the lowest depths of 
Hell! 

So this is Hell! 

One peep into Hell exposed its widespread fal- 
lacies forever. I struck my amulet of cerebroism 
on my coat like an official, and shouted : "I am go- 
ing to tax this untaxed investment and fear-factory 
out of existence. Hell, your days are numbered ! 
Satan, flee for your life. Civilization is coming — 
I won't be far behind you." This last threat acted 
like a bombshell. Instantly an imp with a brief- 
case came to the door and smiled sardonically. I 
remarked to Rip, "One touch of Hell makes the 
whole world kin, indeed !" 

He opened Hell for my inspection, called my at- 
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tention to the antiquity of the infernal institution, 
and claimed a five per cent, depreciation per annum 
above the overhead running expenses. 

I said : "Hell ! Five per cent, for two thousand 
years alone would put the whole universe in your 
debt. No, I'm sorry, but I'll have to suspend the 
constitution and confiscate your outfit." 

Satan, the Prince of Darkness, now appeared be- 
fore me like a flashlight and said : "I question your 
credentials !" One look at my amulet of Cerebroism 
shut him up. Then he said: "What will you do 
with Hell ? Who'll take it ? Look, even the hinges 
are full of rust. We haven't even got the price of 
oil to grease the 'hinges of Hell' since the 'Govern- 
ment by Bankers' formed the Oil Trust. They used 
to say, The earth is going to Hell.' Well, you can 
tell the League of Nations for me. To earth with 
Hell ! I have washed my hands of earth, and I'm 
through. I have recalled my ambassador, my con- 
suls, envoys, emissaries, and army of propagandists 
and secret agents forever — ^yes, longer than that. 
We don't want the earth. It's not good enough for 
Hell!" I raised my hand like an orchestra leader 
and said : "Satan, get a violin and rest your chin !" 

A tablet in the lobby indicated the origin of Hell, 
its objects, antiquity, and the names of its founders. 
A directory listed the various departments of mania 
and the locations of the mental torture grottos. 

A burlesque queen now vampired up to us. I sus- 
pected she was either the devil's sister or his favor- 
ite wife. Something in her eye told me she could 
not possibly be his grandmother. Rip vied with me 
for her attention. Rip said: "Ah! she is divine." 
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I said to the exquisite champion temptress : ''Your 
husband is a devil, isn't he?" I looked, and his 
sardonic majesty stood behind me, cynically smiling. 
Assimiing an austere mask, I exclaimed like a higher 
judge : ''Sir, you cannot bribe me with meat. Cere- 
broists are not slaves to the senses. Your head on 
a golden platter inlaid with all the riches of Hell 
could not sway us from our duty." 

However, the hope that he would offer this hinted- 
at bribe was remote. 

We stumbled down to Inferno Junction, along 
Sulphur Manor to Brimstone Centre, and I said to 
Rip: "This place is going to the dogs. It holds 
very little interest for us to-day, except as a mu- 
seum. The great prehistoric mental monsters in 
this crazy domain have fled or are extinct. The 
voice of civilization and the peeping mechanical spies 
have frightened them out. The invention of the 
can-opener, the talking wax, the aeroplane, and the 
ghosts of living people on the motion pictures have 
driven the goblins out of the most backward of the 
*throw-backs' in the human brain." I looked back 
and Rip was gone. 

In a grotto stood the beautiful "Queen of the 
Follies," a large bottle of "Hunter" rye whiskey 
with golden label in her dainty hand. The evil one 
had discovered Rip's weakness — ^his thirst for booze. 
Rip, my own Premier, my pal, perhaps lost to me 
forever ! Nothing but the superior strategy of Cere- 
broism could save him now. Even Rip had his 
price ! Rip falling for a bottle of rum ! The thought 
was maddening. 

Old Evil Eye Belzebub stuck his head out from 
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behind a witch's caldron. I beckoned him over, in- 
dicating that I would compromise. He sauntered 
over with the air of a glutted billionaire. I whis- 
pered in his ear : "Who killed Cock Robin ?" The 
suddenness of this implied accusation took him off 
his feet. Instantly I soaked him with my cerebroic 
wand, and he lay helpless at my feet. 

I grabbed Rip by the collar and dragged him out 
of Hell. Rip said : "Old pal, that's the narrowest 
escape I've had since the oceans were sweet.*' I 
answered : "You are disqualified as a Cerebroist — 
I hereby declare you excommunicated !" 

We shook the dust of Hell from our feet in a 
hurry, and didn't stop going till we arrived at an 
outpost in the gloomy depths, on the fringes of the 
universe, which a daring scientist from the earth 
had established. We watched the scientist drive his 
salient deeper, and mark it with an astronomer's 
S)rmbol. 

Rip says: "Reyem, won't you please reinstate me 
to membership in Cerebroism ?" I answered : 

"Well, I'll give you one more chance, but I am 
surprised that you, above all spirits, should pay 
homage to the senses, but you are no longer of the 
world of mortals — don't forget it." I looked afound 
and there stood Rip pulling the cork out of a bottle 
of whiskey. By God ! if he didn't steal the Devil's 
booze, after all! I seized the bottle and dumped 
out Hell's garbage into interstellar space. 

I fled in haste, and soon arrived at the caverns on 
earth with my spirit chassis, and connected success- 
fully with my dormant body. 



CHAPTER XVI 

OUTWITTING THE MASTER MIND 

1 AWOKE in the cavern at the sound of reveille. 
Professor Eisenbart visited me, and listened 
spellbound to my cerebroic experiences. I informed 
him that I had found a "perfect" world and that 
I had recorded the title to it in the name of his 
people. He thanked me profusely on their behalf, 
but reserved the pledge "for the great exodus to an- 
other world/' as contingent on the approval of the 
Master Mind, and the Home Government, which he 
thought depended entirely on the outcome of the 
invasion of the American Continent. 

He stated : "Further, the exodus of our people, 
and the transmigration to another constellation, is 
entirely feasible. Our large types of Solar Tanks 
can easily make the trip in perfect safety. The 
atmospheric pressures on the new world and the 
vital conditions being equal, or better, our people 
could become acclimated to the new environment 
without increase in our mortality rate. An Exodus 
Grand Marshal with a gigantic scientific organiza- 
tion would, however, have to be created by our gov- 
ernment." 

I agree with him on these suggestions, and added : 
"The hundred billions or so of your national wealth 
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to be sacrificed by you on earth will be offset by 
the law of compensation, working throughout the 
entire luiiverse, and by the fabulous riches of the 
new world." 

He answered: "The die is cast! The great 
Mother Solar tank, 'The Orbit Master/ will soon 
return. Our military avalanche will sweep over 
this continent — our triumph will be complete. We 
will have the world in the hollow of our hands. We 
will be beneficient taskmasters for the world." 

I interrupted : "But if your plan of conquest fails, 
then what ? 

He replied : "Then it will be time enough to dis- 
cuss your plan of transmigration." 

******* 

I met Fl)mn in the laboratory at work. Had the 
Master Mind looked into our minds this day, I am 
sure we both should have been boiled in oil, for the 
plots and counter-plots hatched by our incriminating 
retentive brain cells. 

The "spirit of the world" seemed to hover over 
us, fondly whispering : "I have patterned humanity 
out of clay, and your names will spell *mud' !" 

Our efforts to obtain an interview with the girl 
captive were futile. However, we learned that she 
was in cavern number seven, division five — not far 
away. 

The detective, observing the peculiar nomadic 
habits of the water-bugs on the cavern walls, evolved 
the experiment of marking numbers and symbols on 
their bodies. The following day I discovered a bug 
crawling on the wall of my sleeping quarters marked, 
57-U. S. S. S., Haunted Mountain." 
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I knew at once that this was the detective's se- 
cret service number, and one of his carrier-bugs. 
Necessity, the mother of invention, soon developed 
a perfect system of communication between the 
laboratory and our respective sleeping quarters. We 
utilized the temperatures of the caverns, as well as 
the fluctuations of drinking water pressures on dials, 
when opening and shutting faucets, and every con- 
ceivable sound, or change out of the ordinary, to 
convey intelligence to each other anywhere in the 
caverns. 

Our Ntunber Bug Code, when translated, indi- 
cated: I — safe, 2 — danger, 3 — ^hope, 4 — rescue 
near, 5 — death, 6 — submarine at anchor above lake 
surface, 7 — stowaway, 8 — ^no one near, 9— crater 
exit unguarded, 10 — solar tank unguar3ed, 11 — 
communication cut to core of the earth, 12 — secret 
energy interference, etc. 

One evening, at the Carekiller, the Professor's 
heart softened when I explained that his refusal to 
permit the detective to see the girl was affecting the 
efficiency of his work. 

He said : "I don't like to mix mush with science 
— but very well, if she can infuse inspiration and 
ambition into him, then let the law of love take its 
course." 

Ted Flynn, at last bathed in the light of her eyes ; 
but before they parted he had imparted our secret 
code, and other bug intelligence to her. He returned 
to the laboratory, recharged with the power of eter- 
nal love and hope. I knew love would find a way 
to elope to freedomi if all our science and bugs 
should fail. 
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The Return of the Mother Tank 

The following night pandemonium reigned in the 
crater and caverns. Everything was dressed in fes- 
tive array. The great "Mother Solar Tank" had 
returned through the pitch dark night, and rested 
like a sleeping asteroid snugly in the huge crater 
bed, almost filling it. She had made thirteen tril- 
lion miles from the boundary of the Solar system, 
at a speed inconceivable to the human mind, safe 
and sound, save for a few dents caused by contact 
with meteorites, which are so numerous in space. 
She had reduced her speed on entering our atmos- 
phere, and followed its swirl around the eiarth to 
terra-firma, to prevent needless scorching of our life- 
sustaining air. Her crew of scientists had acctunu- 
lated much scientific data, which promised to revo- 
lutionize civilization and war — ^in fact, make war so 
terrible that the common consent of mankind would 
abolish it from the earth as a means of settling dis- 
putes. 

The detective turned to me inquiringly, and said : 
"I figure that at sixty miles an hour and never stop- 
ping, it would take this tank twenty million years 
to make a trip one way. How is it possible for them 
to make monthly excursions out there? I think 
they are bamboozling us." 

I answered: "No. They have discovered a se- 
cret, known to higher types of intellectual creatures 
on other planets. The human race has only been 
able to think or to record thought on stone a few 
thousand centuries, and only recently has developed 
speech, and a language and code for transmitting or 
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receiving intelligence within the limited area of this 
world. Human beings are in the grasshopper or 
cicada stage of life and intellect, compared with the 
higher t3rpes of creatures in the Cosmos/' 

The detective agreed and said : "Yes, I guess you 
are right. I know I am a tumble-bug! I belong 
to an Athletic Club, and hop around on the grass 
with golfsticks occasionally." 

Now the High Commander of the "Ether Fleet 
of Solar Tanks" appears. Instantly the caverns re- 
sound with their favorite war cry, "Hoch SoUer 
Leben," the masterpiece of "Shrecklichkeit" in- 
vented to strike terror to the enemy, and paraljrze 
his heart, like the roar of lions. 

The detective trembled with fear, and murmured, 
"Glory be to God." Fearing this "les-majeste" ut- 
terance against the gldry of kings might be over- 
heard, I disciplined him with a look. 

The High Command addressed the Caverns and 
the soldiers: "Officers, guns, and gun fodder! 
Long live our Fodderland! The world is ours! 
Our plans for moving London to the North Pole 
and the capitals of our enemies in the oceans are 
on the eve of execution ! At last we are all coralled 
for the execution!" 

I was puzzled. The war-cries must have caused 
a low visibility in his cranium. 

At reveille next morning I was commanded to 
appear before the Master Mind. Passing the guards 
of his stronghold, I stood before him in the con- 
ventional dignified attitude of diplomatic custom — 
every inch the leader of Cerebroism. However, for 
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military deportment and stateliness, he prepondercd 
over me. 

Then he said : "I would like to discuss the utiliza- 
tion of the Cerebroscope now at the American Ob- 
servatory, of which you are the inventor, with you. 
Our plan of conquest includes the capture of the 
Cerebroscope." At a gesture, a man stepped toward 
me. I recognised him instantly as the mysterious, 
lone night rider I had seen at the Hunters' Camp. I 
divined that he was chief of the spy system, and 
that all my troubles since I had left Sarinor were 
the result of his orders. 

The detective was next sent for. As he entered 
and faced the spy chief, a look of surprise spread 
over his face, then he coolly said: "Hello, Down- 
ing Threadneedle ! What in hell are you doing 
here?" 

The spy chief said: "Ah! you remember me, eh? 
What? Not so long ago since I was your boss, 
Chief of Secret Service of the United States of 
America, is it? Well, I did good work there for 
Berlin, but you never suspected me. You were one 
of the best bloodhounds on my staff, but I kept you 
chasing illicit stills in the mountains of Dead Val- 
ley, to sterilize your keen scent. 

"Well, ril take care of you when the States are 
in our hands. I'll give you a nice fat job, but in 
the meantime you are as safe here as in a tomb." 

Ted Flynn answered: "Listen, Chief. I know 
what you want, but you'll get no information from 
me. It's useless. You are wasting your time. I 
prefer the firing-squad to treason to my country, 
my own native land." 
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The Chief : "Well, Flynn, think it over P' 

The detective replied : "I know you. I know that 
your right name is Von Spitzbub, and that you 
killed Duxter, and that the guide that guided Reyem 
killed the old mountain settler that was found with 
the skeleton of the deer, because he suspected Haunt- 
ed Mountain, is one of jrour spies. I also know 
that Comical Brown is another one of your spies, 
and that he is implicated with your spy Stephens in 
abducting the child of Supreme Court Judge Fidelis 
Bra3mhart of Philadelphia, fourteen years ago, to 
avenge the sentence of thirty-three years and a 
third he gave your brother. Count Der-lump— an 
assumed name. I know that the girl captive in these 
caverns is the stolen child, and that she lived in the 
Stephens cabin, believing herself to be his niece. I 
have solved these mysteries since I came to Haunted 
Mountain." 

Here the detective appealed to the Master Mind, 
saying : "Your Excellency Marshal Von Eulenspie- 
gel, you are the Brain Marshal of this Crusade of 
World Conquest. The blood of the conqueror flows 
in your veins. I know your Spartan race smiles 
contemptuously at death, and considers a life no 
more than so much sand running through an hour- 
glass. But your proud race has never been known 
to declare war on women! I appeal to you to re- 
store this girl to her parents before your War God 
speaks with tongue of fire the fateful words, *Der 
Tag has come.' " 

The Master Mind : "Bring this girl before me." 
The girl enters. The Master Mind: "I learn that 
you are the daughter of Judge Braynhart. Your 
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father is a power behind the throne of American 
aristocracy. You will be sent to Beriin and held as 
hostage. Your father may want to pay our price 
for your ransom. He can be useful in crushing the 
egg-shell of American liberty. Now you may speak 
with Mr. Flyhn." 

The detective: "Your name is Dorothy Brayn- 
hart. Your father has never given up hope of find- 
ing you. He has recently employed me to renew 
the attempt to trace your abductors. He gave me 
a picture of your sister for use in my search, but 
unfortunately I lost it!" 

The girl sighed and answered: "Then the pic- 
ture I found in the Stephens cabin is not — er — I 
mean, is my sister?" 

The detective : "Yes." 

The Master Mind : "I oflfer you a fair bargain ! 
I will trade your life and freedom for government 
secrets in the possession of your lover, Mr. Flynn." 

The girl : "I would rather die a thousand deaths 
than betray my country !" 

The detective : "That is my answer, too." 

The Master Mind: "You speak like nine-life 
cats ! One death apiece will do ! Away !" 

3|e 4e a): :|e :|e :|e 

I realized that unless I trumped the Master Mind 
with a higher ace of Cerebroism at once, nothing 
but the indelible dead images of each other in the 
photographic substance of their mortal eyes would 
be left of the lovers. 

I exclaimed : "Hold ! Your Excellency, you are 
the mouthpiece of civilization. I am the mouth- 
piece of God. I must swear all here to secrecy, as 
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my advent into this world has not been heralded by 
my press agent. Please have your spy chief and 
guard leave the room/* This done reluctantly, the 
Master Mind glowers at me with a baffled, mysti- 
fied expression. With a voice full of compassion I 
proclaimed: "Behold! I am the Saviour of the 
world. For thousands t)f centuries mankind has 
had its ears against the walls of Heaven, waiting 
for the Messiah, my arrival! Your Excellency, I 
am that Messiah! I come to abolish death and 
capital punishment on earth. Thou shalt not de- 
stroy life. Thou shalt not take what is not yours, 
what thou canst never give back nor create again. 
Thou shalt not glorify death before me. In the 
name of Cerebroism I forbid it. Touch that beau- 
tiful little gazelle, and FU command thy soul to 
join the glorious departed souls of the greatest 
blood and iron heroes and despots of earth! Deep 
down in the eternal silence of the grave, where great 
souls may develop respect for life beyond their own 
horizon !'* 

At this juncture I signalled the detective by secret 
code to make an attempt at escape. 

Then I continued : 'T am the only true Emanci- 
pator. I need no fireman for my imagination. I 
need no mentor or go-between. My vision is not ob- 
scured by narrow-guage spectacles. I seek no lau- 
rels, candy or mortal crown. My ears are deaf to 
the call of blood or the tribal voice of race when 
humanity calls. Hypocrisy, greed and vanity are 
not my disciples ! I am the Redeemer of all human- 
ity ! Heaven does not pick a Messiah or its Premier 
from old, decrepit, fungi-brained statesmen. If it 
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did, Heaven would have met the fate of Carthage 
and Rome ages ago, and wild European beasts 
would inhabit its ruins to-day. 

"The Empire of Germany is germain to human- 
ity and humanity is germain to Germany. 

"The Deity does not recognize empires or their 
builders. Heaven's treaties are for the common 
weal of all mankind and written in the constitution 
of the human soul. 

"I shall teach mankind how to pray, not as chil- 
dren to a deistic parent, or a celestial brother, or 
sacred spook, or holy family of autocrats — ^but with 
the dignity and reverence due an intelligent and 
kind creator, and those carr5ring the heavy cross of 
life. 

"Considering the quality of your war-bread, the 
prayer for daily bread is absurd in the form of it. 
Nature hatched humanity out of a bad egg, and 
Heaven therefore condones its yellow strejJcs. 

"Mankind has tried to discover and break into 
Heaven by power of the will — ^by sophistry and de- 
ceit, by artful books and speech. 

"You will one day discover the origin of the 
universe, from the existence of your world and all 
it contains, but you will never know God from the 
existence of your world. The veil is impenetrable 
to mortals. 

Therefore you will take my word for it! You 
cannot prove nor disprove my claim ! 

1 am the only Saviour now in captivity! 

1 prove my claim by admitting it! 

T have come here to save ! Faith endureth f or- 
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The Master Mind, yawning: "What is that map 
you have in your hand ?" 

I spread the map on his table and said : "It con- 
tains the secret in formation you desire. It is the 
plan of a Washington 'Automaton' lunch room. 
When you get to Washington you'll find it deserted 
by Americans. 

"See ! You drop one nickel in here, and turn the 
knob to the right, and you get a cup of automatic 
coffee. Now walk over fifty paces, drop two nickels 
in this slot and take out a ham sandwich. The 
souvenir spoons and forks are down the line. See ! 
You see, they are mostly foreigners at Washington 
now and you can't get anything at all unless you 
know what knobs to turn." 

Suddenly he bellows : "Where did that detective 
and girl go to?" 

I said: "I don't know!" and ran out and into 
the laboratory. 

♦ ♦ ie 4e ♦ 4e 

During the afternoon the spy chief entered the 
laboratory, showed me a bug marked "I," and said : 
"I found this freak in the crater. Do you know 
what it means?" 

I denied acquaintance, but my code number in- 
terpreted it as "Safe." I knew that the detective 
must have eluded the keen scent of the dogs sent 
through the caverns to smell him out. 

Professor Eisenbart next informed me that the 
girl had been recaptured and was on the way to 
Berlin aboard a submarine. 

She had been considered a profitable investment 
At any rate, I felt sure now that eventually she 
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would be restored to her parents and rightful place 
in society at the end of the war. 

At the Care Killer this evening Professor Eisen- 
bart exhibited a painting marked "a scene in Nor- 
way." Then said : "Copies of this picture are dis- 
tributed throughout the principal American cities in 
picture store windows. Our reserves in this coun- 
try understand that it is in reality Haunted Moun- 
tain, showing roads, valleys and railroads, even the 
location of trees, birds and clouds on the pictures 
convey secret information to our comrades." 

Next he played a graphophone record entitled, 
"Pot Time in Potsdam." It was very tuneful. Pro- 
fessor Eisenbart explained : "Our reserves and spies 
readily decipher these songs and harmonious notes. 
These records are very popular in America and many 
a dull evening is relieved and made cheerful by our 
spy 'Sextets from Lucia' or the mellow melodies, 
'Yankeeland Is Candyland,' The Call to Arms by 
the Cash Register Brigade.* " 

I was horrified when he said : "We are invincible. 
We expect to win without bloodshed. Our sub- 
marines don't even bother sending torpedoes. We 
have made a treaty with the whales and swordfish 
in the ocean. They attach grapple-hooks for us to 
enemy ships, from underneath, and destroy the ship- 
ping. 

"The sea-urchins have been urged to spy for us. 
The sponge-dwellers of the deep, half plant and 
half animal, have been highly trained to listen for 
and smell our prey. 

"Warm-blooded whale cows supply us with milk 
from sanitary whale breasts. We only pay twelve 
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cents a pound for our whale meat supply. Devil 
fish and squadrons of sea horses have enlisted with 
us to fight the mechanical and human sharks that 
threaten civilization." 

I was speechless. He had silenced my good 
American guns with one bluflf shot from the en- 
slaved ocean. To think that even the fish in the 
oceans had been hoodwinked and made to fight 
against their own interests by the *'power of the lie," 
the greatest invention and weapon of the Christian 
era. Then he confided this : 

"Friendly deep-sea denizens supply our subma- 
rines with cold light and submarine headlights. We 
no longer use mines. We have anchored monster 
animals living under terrific pressure on the ocean 
floors. When an enemy ship approaches a danger 
zone, our cables hoist the animal to sea level, where 
the reduction of water-pressure explodes the ani- 
mal's carcass and sinks the ship." 

I gasped: "For God's sake, get me a drink of 
whiskey. I'm going to pieces myself !" After put- 
ting it down and counting the beads in the glass, I 
said: "That's good stuflf. Tell me another fish- 
story." 

He said : "Our gravitation-control tanks to-mor- 
row night will go forth and drop sneeze-powder 
bombs over the cities and circulars instructing the 
natives and Congress how to surrender their coun- 
try." 

I prayed silently : "Oh, Lord, why did you make 
man in the image of God? 

"Oh, Lord, Christianity is in the Garden of Geth- 
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semane. The War God Judas is on the way to hu- 
manity with the kiss of death. 

"The Hun is in the saddle ! 

"Satan ! your crown is next. Beware ! The scien- 
tific sun of a gun knows the alloy of your crown! 
Your withering hide will hang as a trophy in a 
Potsdam den. 

"Dear, gentle Satan, Master of Deviltry, gardner 
and champion grafter of the human tree, hear my 
appeal I 

"Take my poor hide and set mankind free. A 
fair exchange is no robbery. *Tis time to turn the 
muddy waters of hatred into wine of peace. Let 
humanity hear the sweet voices of the song-birds 
once again! 

"Oh, great Redeemer ! hurry with the pawn ticket 
and take civilization out of hock ! Til pay the back 
interest to the world's usurers myself. 

"Oh, Lord, do not allow ambition to build pj^ra- 
mids sky-high with human skulls ! 

"Oh, Lord, is the seismograph in Heaven out of 
order? Do you not hear the crazy, ominous rum- 
blings in the human brains ? 

"Can you not detect the fumes and poisonous 
gases out of the mouths and crevices of the cracked 
human volcanoes ? 

"Oh, Lord, send a scavenger to ventilate the pul- 
pits and schoolrooms of the world, even babies in 
cradles are belching gas and poison ! 

"Oh, Heaven, hear the last call ! 

"Oh, Worcestershire sauce, attend the Last Sup- 
per of Civilization! 

"Oh, Lord, Richard Reyem is sweating blood in 
the catacombs of Haunted Mountain!'* 



CHAPTER XVII 

THE PLEA BEFORE THE GOD-HEAD 

1 RETIRED for the night to spend my brief 
"spirit vacation" with Rip. Together we passed 
through the microscopic world, inhabited by queer 
creatures living in fantastic media and towering 
mountains invisible to mortal eyes. 

We obtained a permit from "Nature and Com- 
pan/' and made a tour of the "Mankind Manufac- 
turing Co.*s" plant. After seeing how carelessly 
the mechanics handled the sections, I realized why 
"no two looked alike" and why so many "misfits" 
were on earth. One "fourth-rate" mechanic forgot 
to line up the eyes and stripped a most important 
nut near the hip joint. He only half filled the skull 
of one poor cadaver with brains, painted him up 
with complexion varnish and sent him to the stock- 
room only half finished. I suggested omitting the 
entrails and digestive tract as l. economic and sani- 
tary improvement, but the manager thought "he 
knew it all." I knew he never resided on earth. 

The place looked like a cheap automobile plant. 
After what I learned here about "heredity " I feel 
that every child needs a dozen plumbers at birth. 

We then spent half an hour in "The Museum of 
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the Universe." It is open when the spirits from 
surrounding constellations are at work. It seems 
the spirits prefer their Sunday afternoons under 
the open sky, unless the museums are fitted with 
footrails and sawdust. 

I saw a statue of the "man that invented work," 
much mutilated by vandals from the constellation 
"Aquarius" — ^the water-carriers. The portrait of 
the first unhappy man, "Adam." A figure in mar- 
ble, "the greatest murderer in the universe," in full 
imiform. A soup-bone of "the great famine period 
of 1 914 to 1920," contributed by the world's great- 
est benefactor. A painting of "Washington cross- 
ing the ice flows of the Atlantic to London/' The 
fossil remains of the "first-bom world." The first 
"universe unit" and "electron" formed in the uni- 
verse. A President on horseback entering Wall 
Street on his coronation. A humorous etching of 
"the Socialist Party being burnt at the stake," for 
laughing at a Democrat, in a Republic. 

I strode into the cellar and looked around the 
rubbish, and was pleased to see a statue of "the 
greatest friend of the people" in an out-of-the-way 
corner, holding up ^^' ^ sewer pipe. 

I said : "Come on, Rip. I have seen enough. I 
haven't enough time to-night to go all through." 

S|C 9|C SK 3|C ]|C 9|C 

We crossed over to the constellation of the Sickle 
and got a haircut. Then over to the constellation 
of Libra. Here we turned sharply to the constella- 
tion of Lupus, looked into a saloon and kept 
"straight" until we arrived at the "Sanctuary of 
the Universe." We took o^r hats off and entered. 
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We entered the "Prayer Department/* a huge 
chamber like a telephone central station. Here all 
the prayers in the universe are received by powerful, 
alert spirit ears, fitted with coherers and detectors 
and recorded for the amusement of Heaven, as 
well as for investigation and relief of the unfor- 
tunate, frantic mortal prayors. Every altar in the 
universe is centered here, and each altar has a sepa- 
rate push-button and spirit switch. 

The Zone system covers every cubic inch of terri- 
tory in infinite space, obviating the necessity of pray- 
ing at official altars. Prayers thus may be sent on 
their long ethereal journey, from a potato patch, 
crowded subway trains, deathbeds or from the bot- 
tom of a river. 

We listened to a number of pitiful, heart-rending 
appeals as tears trickled down our faces. To a 
woman fleeing before the invader, with twelve 
starved children. A child is bom in the deep snow 
and wintry blast. Her prayer is promptly answered 
by the ruthless sword of a soldier. Next, a pathe- 
tic prayer, but very funny to fools : "Dear God, I 
am an old maid. I have been a good woman all 
my life. I have waited and waited modestly for 
years for Heaven's fruitful blessing. Please send 
me my mate. I am so lonely. I want a husband."/ 

I asked Rip: "What do you think of marriage?" 

He answered: "I don't use that kind of lan- 
guage." 

Two peculiar prayers next flashed in — "Oh, Lord, 
give me beauty and take my riches!" and "Please, 
God, give me personality in exchange for my 
wealth." 
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I found Heaven altogether different from the pic- 
torial conceptions of the Interstellar Lithographing 
Trust. I will have a lot to tell my followers at 
Sarinor. 

Now I turned to Rip and said : "Rip, old pal, the 
reason I asked you to guide me to Heaven to-night 
is to enlist the aid of God by a direct personal ap- 
peal at the throne of Heaven, in the name of Cere- 
broism ; to destroy forever the semi-demented War 
Gods of earth. 

"To-morrow the military mammoth of Haunted 
Mountain will close the net on civilization. My 
body, too, will perish to-morrow. My mortal ex- 
istence will end to-morrow. Other mortal hands 
must fill the lamp of reason with oil. To-night I 
am still the spokesman for the Brains of Creation! 
I must see God to-night! I have been a special for- 
eign agent of Heaven on earth! As operator of the 
Cerebroscope and Leader of Cerebroism, I have 
done business with Heaven at long distance. This 
is my first trip to Heaven, and no one, except God, 
would know me personally. 

"I realize that no mortal may see the face of God. 
I have not yet passed through the portals of death, 
and until judgment is passed on me and a certifi- 
cate of worthiness is issued by Saint Peter, I am iiot 
eligible to enter the sacred precincts of Heaven. 
Only a 'master stroke of Cerebroism' can outwit the 
faithful two-thousand-year, wise old gatekeeper, St 
Peter. Cerebroism must be triumphant! It must 
be a clean victory. There will not be glory enough 
for two in this battle of the wits.*' 
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Rip: "If you win, God may appoint you as St. 
Peter's' successor to the gate." 

"What!" I shouted. "Richard Reyem a gate- 
keeper? A herdsman of cherubs and seraphims? 
An eagle chained forever to a post ! You are funny, 
Rip !" 

Rip : "Throw your hat in or ride in on my back." 

I said contemptuously : "No jokesmith can break 
into Heaven. We must do something more re- 
ligious." 

Rip : "Here's my hat. Take up a collection !" 

I said: "Rip, I am going to send you in first to 
test out old boy Peter." 

Rip : "Not on your life ! Suppose they keep me 
in Heaven ?" 

I said : "Rip, you are a disembodied, dead spirit, 
and look like a habitue of Heaven ; now you go in 
and say, 'Hello! Ah, there's no place like home!' 
Bluff him, and get him away from the Golden Gate. 
Then, if that don't work, tell him you are Lord 
'Dementia Praecox,' from the earth, calling to sell 
him a *Ouija Board' so that he can communicate 
with the world. You know. Rip, I am opposed to 
the 'principle of death in nature,' but by God, if you 
fail me, ril kill you!" 

Rip: "I'll do my best, but give me some 'new 
ones' to try on him." 

I said: "Well, then, tell him you're a poor 
printer, selling non-skid, puncture-proof paper, or 
here is a better one : Tell him you have the mummy 
of the rooster that crowed when he denied the Sa- 
viour, and that you will let him ring the mummy's 
neck if he lets you bring in a friend to warm up. 
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Tell him you paid seventy-five cents for it in 'In- 
fant's Restaurant/ " 

Rip: "If he laughs and opens his mouth, I'll gag 
him with it." 

Now Rip disappeared in the direction of the Gol- 
den Gate. 

Suddenly the monster organ of Heaven began to 
play a selection. Its vibrant notes shook the uni- 
verse, the great waves of harmonious energy broke 
on the shores of the infinite ocean of ether. Its 
h)rpnotic influence brings back memories of the past. 
Truly the language of Heaven is music What 
scenes and apparitions flit into the dance halls of 
the mind, lured by divine music. 

^r ^^ ^r ^r ^r ^^ ^^ 

Here I sat, only a few yards from Heaven. I 
alone of all mortals — ^the only mortal Cerebroist 
having the power to make this distance and return 
to earth again. The panorama of life passed before 
me. I was a child again. I could hear baby pray- 
ers re-echoing out of the Sanctuary. "Now I lay 
me down to sleep. I pray Thee Lord my soul to 
keep." I see again the old parish school and the 
church. Again I pump the old organ. Again I run 
home with holy pictures of Saints peering out of 
clouds; and these fellows have lived here for cen- 
turies, these intimate friends of my childhood, and 
I can't ring their bell and go in to see them. Why ? 
Because I am not a lodge member of this exclusive 
saintly set? I shall see! The scene shifts in my 
mind. I am a man. My child, ten years old, an 
altar boy of the church, is at death's door. Again 
I hear his frantic appeal : "Papa, please kill me. I 
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want to die !" The agonized words of the beautiful 
thing God and myself created, begging me to de- 
stroy it. Ah ! those are the words that sent Richard 
Reyem to the pen, and to hunt the silent universe. 

They are the words that vibrate on the strings 
of my violin, hanging on my wall, every midnight 
Each night I rise in bed, enchanted by the weird 
weeping of my violin. Its four strings, attuned to 
my soul in sleep, receive and express my secrets 
and emotions, mute on my tongue. Oh, God ! speak 
out to thine Richard. Why save sugar and daylight 
on earth, and permit the criminal waste of life? 
Oh, God ! I did not come to desecrate thy name, to 
blaspheme thy holy name, nor to accuse. But the 
accusing voice of my child on the violin cries out : 
"Father, why didst thou create only to destroy?" 
And it will not still till I answer it. 

"Lord, I have knocked, but have not been ad- 
mitted. I came to see and learn. I did not come 
to seek vengeance or to settle an old score with 
Heaven. I did not come to destroy Heaven. I 
came to create a Heaven for hum?inity if I failed 
to find one. I came to destroy the false gods of 
mankind and return to earth with a message of hope 
from the true God. 

"If you will not reveal yourself, I must build 
a God out of the fabric of Reason, Faith and De- 
sire, and advise humanity to stop breeding fodder 
and fertilizer for cruel nature. 

"Lord, I have searched everywhere. I have torn 
the heavens apart. Even when my mother died, 
and she lay on a couch-casket dressed in a beautiful 
garment of lavender, dressed as the *Bride of Death,* 
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I interviewed her body alone, told her to look her 
best, took her picture and eagerly scanned the nega- 
tive for a spirit photograph of her, without results. 
Again, as executor of her estate, I had the grave of 
her former mate, my father, excavated, to transfer 
his bones, that had lain there for thirty years, to a 
more aristocratic cemetery — ^Woodlawn. The grave- 
digger handed up the precious brown skull into my 
eager hands. I caressed it, but all my science and 
love elicited not one clue from the sphinx-like eyes 
and now firm upper jaw. We put time's handiwork 
into a new pine box and deposited the treasure- 
chest on the bosom of Charon's commercial dead 
wagon. I climbed in through the rear door, pulled 
down the shades, sat on my father's remains, 
smoked a cigar and chaperoned him on his last and 
first unexpected automobile ride to his new cool 
apartment, six feet under a blistering sun. During 
all this time the dead never whispered to me a sim- 
ple tale, my soliloquy broken only by the driver 
and grave-diggers again opening the rear door. 

'7 was the only cat let out of the bag! 

"My search is nearly ended! To-morrow I die 
in the caverns on earth. Humanity, with all its 
hundreds of languages, is still absolutely speechless, 
absolutely deaf, dumb and blind. 

"I have tried so hard to coin the word of hope. 
I have tried to condense the agonies and mute ap- 
peals^ the aspirations and constant grind of creation 
into a phrase. I have failed utterly! I am too 
feeble to express it. / can only cry, with mankind, 
Oh, Godr 



OF HAUNTED MOUNTAIN igt 

Ah! here comes Rip. Why does he slink out of 
Heaven and with dejected mien ? 

Rip : "No use. Peter's got the mummy and no 
one is allowed in from the earth." 

I said patiently, "Never mind, Rip, only 'you' 
have failed. I expected it! You are a gambler, 
and threw Peter's loaded dice for the mummy. 
Now watch me." 

With an air of importance I strode boldly up to 
the Golden Gate, scowled and blustered like the 
landlord of Heaven for his rent. I bawled out like 
an opulent politician : "Come on, hurry up ! Open 
up this joint! What is the big idea of all these 
fences around here? There are too many fences 
and partitions between the people and their serv- 
ants!" 

Saint Peter, indignantly: "Servants?" 

I said hotly : "Yes, servants — see that this delay 
does not happen again, or he that lives by the gate 
shall perish by the gate !" 

Saint Peter, much crest-fallen and puzzled : "May 
I ask who you are and your purpose ?" 

I answered: "Yes, you may. I am Richard 
Reyem, Emperor of the Universe, Leader of Cere- 
broism, and organizer of a rival heaven. 

"I have come to consolidate the Heaven of Cere- 
broism with your ancient outfit here; that is, if I 
like your Heaven." 

Saint Peter: '*0h, pardon me, sir. Would you 
mind coming in?" 

I looked at my watch for cause and effect and 
said hesitatingly: "Very well." 
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I commanded : "Chase these Cherubs out of the 
office and show me your books !" 

I looked them over and said : "Don't you think 
you are over-capitalized?" 

Then added : "Your fire insurance is four times 
what it used to be, and twenty times too exorbi- 
tant, considering your modem safety devices. 

"I also notice a criminal inflation of prices in 
'soul-necessities' and evidence of gambling in 'spirit 
foodstuffs' and the securities of your Heaven." 

I looked at Saint Peter's gilt-edged coat and in- 
sinuated ; "Well, the Cherubs aren't getting it" 

Saint Peter cringed and said softly : "Won't you 
have a cigar? Take a pocketful, please." 

I said : "All right. I won't say anything further 
about it." 

I gave him a list of Angels, comprising my boy, 
my parents and best departed friends, and said : "I 
think these are fair specimens of your Heaven and 
just want to make an inspection of them." 

At last! I was to see them again! Cerebroism 
had outwitted Heaven. Cerebroism's greatest tri- 
umph! 

Saint Peter, returning from the interior much 
chagrined, said^ "The parties on your list have gone 
on a picnic to 'Nirvana,' out beyond the infinite and 
won't return to-day. I am very sorry." 

No doubt he told the truth and a touch of sad- 
ness gripped my spirit heart. 

I exclaimed : "T/t^n / imist see God at oncel I 
cannot wait! A great tragedy is upon the thres- 
hold of your imiverse and only our God can now 
avert it !" 
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He looked surprised, and said: "You may see 
the great 'God-Head/ " 

On the way to the interior and hinterlands of 
Heaven, I kept up his acute interest in my mission 
by tales of first magnitude. 

I said : "I must discuss with the *God-Head' my 
new theory of the 'Relativity of Cerebroism/ 

"I am sure the *Reyem Principia,' directly as the 
'Mass of Cerebroism,' inversely as the square of the 
distance of Heaven, will lift the overshadowing 
crimes of the ages — ^'life and death/ " 

He said : "Please outline your 'universe patent/ " 

I answered: "Add the diameter of the earth, 
8,000, to the diameter of its orbit, 186,000,000 
miles, plus the diameter of the orbit of the sun, 
then add the diameter of the universe. Now take 
a train to Yonkers and subtract everything except 
the diameter of the earth ; isolate the result into a 
hyperbola and serve while it's hot — ^it's easy !" 

He looked at me in amazement and said : "Why, 
your figures would bring Hell within five feet of 
Heaven!'* 

I said : "Yes, but you could easily jump that dis- 



tance/' 



I said : "What are your rates f of justice in the 
courts of Heaven? Only the rich and highly or- 
ganized powers can afford to go into court on the 
earth; it's too expensive for the plebeians/' 

Now in the haze of distance an ecstatic vision 
looms into my bewildered mind. Here was some- 
thing that must eventually fall into the orbit of my 
domain of Cerebroism, with the earth and Heaven, 
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and it excited my imagination as nothing had ever 
done before. 

Saint Peter said : "That is the God-Head/' 

I stood as if in a trance. I was dum founded. The 
shock had been too sudden. 

This beautiful, nascent, synthetic, synchronizing, 
spontaneous apparition, whose dimensions, power, 
radiance, glory, fame and wisdom beggared de- 
scription even by a Cerebroist, I realized was the 
idecd spiritual structure. 

What a masterpiece of spirit mechanics and sub- 
lime idealism. 

Was this huge universe-seated, Wonder of all 
Wonders, the basic, uncreated first cause and the 
great causal agent of all there is, this side of 
nothing? 

In vain I searched my mind for words to de- 
scribe it. The necessity for new words and a new 
encyclopedia was apparent to my spirit senses. 

If I had stepped suddenly from the solid ether 
into a great hole, a huge black hole of nothing, I 
could not have been more surprised. 

I gasped : "Is there any one inside of it ? Does 
a 'personal' God dwell inside of it? Surely this is 
a fit throne for GodT 

A golden voice suddenly broke against the tran- 
quil spirit atmosphere : 

"Do not give information to the outsider^ 

"Outsider? I, Richard Reyem, an outsider?'' 

These cruel words will ring in my spirit ears 
forever. 

Hastily recovering my composure, I faced towards 
the God-Head and exclaimed : "If this is the voice 
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of God, then this is the greatest moment of my 
existence ! 

**It is the proof that God is not still born ! That 
the cornerstone of the earth was not set in cement 
with a lie. 

'Oh, God ! Please hear me ! 

1 did not come to steal your thunder. I did not 
cross the 'bridge of sighs* between mankind and 
Heaven to bait or deride your administration. 

"Oh, Lord, I came to plead for humanity. To- 
morrow civilization must perish on earth! And 
Death, the catspaw of Heaven, the destroyer of the 
senses and the intellect, will drive your 'leading 
specie' back into the chorus under the soil. 

''God! The 'saving of mankind' to-morrow is the 
paramount question! It is of transcendent impor- 
tance ! 

"God ! You are the Past, Present and Future. 

"If you withhold your mercy, the loss to the 
future of the earth will be irreparable, 

"Oh, Lord ! Why screen yourself ? Why pull the 
shades down before me ? 

"I know that I am only a tiny fiber in the nervous 
system of the universe, but I am directly connected 
with your medulla oblongata and cerebrum. 

"I am a 'patriot of the Universe/ I am not a 
masquerading, dollar-a-year fakir, full of pretense 
and graft, nor a posthtmious freebooter! 

"I came on the wings of time, not on the ^Car-^ 
sair/ the pleasure ship of Wall Street. 

"The earth may be *jetsam and flotsam' and only 
a tiny chip on the infinite ocean of ether to you, 
but to humanity it is all we have— everything to us. 
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"I ask a ' God-pledge f a guarantee ! — ^to establish 
a community of interests and thought between 
Heaven, mankind and hell. 

'Tou are the God-father of earth and the Toice 
of duty calls." 
Now the great voice spoke again: ''Silenced' 
Saint Peter whispered: "Go! — ^Do not tarry! 
You are dismissed !" 

I said: "Will God consider my plea?* 
Saint Peter answered : "I cannot tell you.** 
I asked: "Was that the voice of God f' 
Saint Peter answered: "I cannot tell you.** 
I assumed a suppliant but dramatic position and 
exclaimed : "Dear God ! // Humanity is destroyed 
to-morrow. Heaven will perish with it I 

"Heavens, like empires, are destroyed by their 
own greatness!" 

Slowly we walked back to the golden gate and I 
swapped a few stories with Peter on the way. 

I said : "Peter, if a ship is a thousand feet long 
and two hundred feet wide and displacing North 
River w^ter, flies the stars and stripes, and has 
frankfurters and sauerkraut in her ice-box, what's 
the name of her captain ?" 

He answered: "You don't mean to say Vm 
drunk, do you? Why, I can dance a Hula-Hula 
with a glass of champagne on my head without 
spilling a drop." 
I said : "No !" 
He said : "I give it up !" 
I said : "The captains name is *Jobn Bull/ " 
I walked out through the Golden Gate backwards. 
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like Adam, of Garden of Eden fame — fearing a 
brick from the direction of Saint Peter. 

Outside, Rip and myself sang the Swan Song and 
waved good-bye to Heaven. 

s|c s|c % % s|c s|c 

On the way back to earth we stopped to observe 
the "judgment day" of an old world in the con- 
stellation of "Bootes." 

It was an old model and had run its full course 
of planetary life. 

The electrons, atoms and molecules were tired of 
their ceaseless whirl through the trillions of years 
constituting a cycle, and were awaiting the trum- 
pet call of "Gabrier* to be pensioned off. 

The great "Ringmaster of the Universe" ap- 
peared with whip in hand, and at a signal the sur- 
face heaved and the 200 that issued from the dust 
of its long-forgotten periods and stratas struck terror 
to the spirit hearts of the observers perched on top 
of neighboring worlds. 

After the resurrection of all the dead had been 
accomplished, a titanic explosion followed and this 
dark, circling, menacing piece of real estate was no 
more. 

I beheld a huge rainbow form, and Rip said: 
"That's a promise that this will not happen to that 
world again." 

I answered: "I see in that cataclysm a bright 
future for the earth and a lasting peace." 

Then I clasped hands with Rip and said: "Rip, 
you have been wonderful. To-^norrow I will prob- 
ably join you for eternity, never to part again. 
Then we will try to rescue my boy, 'little John,' and 
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our dear ones from the sacred confines of Heaven, 
and together we will enjoy the full benefits of true 
liberty in an infinite universe. 

'Three cheers for Rip Van Crusoe, the most 
royal vagabond in the universe!" 

Rip shouted : "Long live Richard Reyem and the 
Gypsy Wagon!" 

I immediately returned to earth to enter my body 
— ^my old rikshaw — ^to await the pleasure of Heaven 
or to die like a Cerebroist, fearing neither the sting 
of death nor the victory of the grave should my 
'personal' trip to Heaven have proved futile. 



CHAPTER XVIII 

THE DREADED APPARITION 

IT IS morning in the caverns of Haunted Moun* 
tain. Professor Eisenbart has just told me that 
the body of the spy, Comical Brown, had been dis- 
covered in the crater. I surmised that it must have 
been the work of Ted Flynn, the detective. 

Professor Eisenbart stated that during the night 
the "human flies," the bird-men, had planted mines 
along the mountain and in the valleys leading to the 
railroads and that everything was in readiness to 
set them off and clear the way for the army and 
military avalanche. 

He said: "We have an army of half a million 
bird-men perched in the trees. Their silent, com- 
pact, powerful wings are operated by secret energy. 
They are the advance-guards and will hover over 
your country to spread awe and ruin the morale of 
the American army. 

"These mysterious 'human birds' are responsible 
for the explosions in your munition factories, ship- 
ping centres and cantonments. They guide, unseen, 
the torpedoes and mines against ships. They gather 
information from coaling stations and lighthouses. 
Many of our spies are keepers of lighthouses and 
signal our blockade-runners by light thrown against 
clouds at night." 

199 
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I replied : "America too possesses brains, and the 
greatest inventions and antidotes for diseases are 
discovered here. An antidote for militarism may 
yet be found in time to frustrate your superhuman 
science, but why do you seek to conquer us?" 

He answered: "England possessed far-sighted- 
ness. She started in business like Rome, with about 
seven little hills. She needed roon^ for her expand- 
ing and surplus population. Now the sun never 
sets on her domains, thanks to hef pluck, gun- 
powder and skill at cards. 

"We saw the light, but got into the game too late. 
We, too, need room, but we realize that asking for 
it would be useless. The international burglar 
union would blackball our application, so we pre- 
pared to take it by forcible persuasion, the old moss- 
backed survivor of the fittest. 

"We straightened out the backbones of our peas- 
ants with butts of guns, gave them the power of 
endurance with Micke-kraftsuppe,' and taught them 
how to laugh at death en masse. 

"Now, if we fail, we prefer to die! 

"Our battle-cry is — 'Give us Real Estate or give 
us death!" " 

I said : "Professor, thou shalt not steal !" 

He answered: "Tell it to Japan, and perhaps 
you'll be kind enough to hand New Amsterdam back 
to the Indians and Lenox Avenue back to the white 
race, or Africa back to the descendants of your 
black slaves. 

"Our scientists have weighed the universe and 
the stars and now the earth is in the pan of our 
scale. 
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"The secret of gravitation-control in our hands, 
the 'centres of gravity of geography/ population, 
sex and kultur must shift at our command." 

I said : "Your race is mad. Whoever heard of 
a 'centre of gravity of sex* ? 

"Some giant Svengali has Iiypnotized the Teuton 
race. Do you mean to tell me that you can coerce 
nature to create male or female simply by a man- 
date?" 

He answered : "We will permit the birth of male 
children only, to other races, thus solving the 
woman suffrage and disarmament questions, insur- 
ing ourselves against 'a war of the races' in the 
twenty-first century." 

I suggested: "Suppose you try your secret on 
cooties, flies, mosquitoes, royal families and dan- 
gerous parasites first ?" 

Professor Eisenbart said: "Our first act, when 
your country is in our hands, will be the confisca- 
tion of all wealth. 

"The great wealth and industries are not safe in 
private hands. It is not scientific." 

I answered : "What incentive will you add to the 
theory of noble emulation to promote invention and 
progress, and how will you satisfy the instinct of 
ownership ?" 

He replied: "We will print government profit- 
sharing coupons. The people can save them up." 

I said : "I'll take thirty cents, in cash, for mine 
now. I want to buy a fence for my ambition and 
a potato patch. Be careful don't tear the social 
structure to pieces all at once. You remind me of 
the Prohibitionists. There is filthy work done on 
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earth and the unfortunate men that do it die young 
from occupational diseases. They are the unknown 
heroes of commerce and martyrs of civilization. 
They don't live long. Do not deny them the com- 
forting wine that brings cheer and forgetfulness to 
their miserable existence. Be easy with the whip! 

"Allow me to appear in defense of the rights of 
these humble toilers when your experts on 'social 
alchemistry' sit in judgment in beautifully up- 
holstered soft cushions in blissful ignorance." 

The Professor said : "America is young and fool- 
ish, and flirts with every European and worldly 
reprobate, and unless we save her from disgrace 
she'll wind up as a Liverpool barmaid. Believe 
me, if she marries any of those oily tongued busted 
foreigners she'll never collect a nickd of alimony 
and all her savings will go ga-fluey.'^ 

He astonished me with his near-Ame ricaril slang, 
and I said: "It's none of your business. Every 
loyal American will gladly follow her to the poor- 
house. Anyway, she is rich and gets an income of 
SIX cents on every five-cent soda and a fifty per 
cent, rakeoff from every poor multimillionaire now ; 
besides, some day a cerebroic executor of her estate 
will stand the predatory trusts, profiteers and the 
plunderbtmd bankers on their heads and make her 
heirs or assigns happy. But, alas! the people and 
the institutions will never look the same." 

4t ♦ ]|e s|e 4c 4c 

Our week's (verbal) washing was suddenly in- 
terrupted by the entrance of a pale-faced courier 
from the Master Mind, who whispered some state 
secret in Professor Eisenbart's ear. 
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The Professor blanched and trembled like a leaf. 
Wondering what was turning the backbones of these 
straight Spartans into pretzels, I asked the cause. 
Professor Eisenbart whispered in an undertone : 

"News from Berlin — ^the dreaded ghost of the 
'Prussian white lady' has appeared in the Hohen- 
zoUem Castle. Her visitations foretell evil, dis- 
aster and death." He recalled the fearsome tales 
and superstitious legends concerning this royal spook 
that has monopolized the imperial spook business 
for seven centuries. It was her first visit in about 
eighty years. 

I shouted : "Professor, Heaven has sent her ! / 
see the hand of God! Cerebroism has put 'pep' into 
Heaven ! Heaven is aroused ! Look out for squalls. 
The plea and logic of Richard Reyem before the 
God-Head has accomplished this. 

"Heaven, to save itself, must save humanity! The 
trip of Richard Reyem to Heaven will become a 
^classuf and immortalized by a grateful public! I 
can see my epitaph now : 'Richard Reyem. Gone, 
but coming back.' 

"Wire your Emperor to abdicate at once! Tell 
your people to get their undershirts ready, the vic- 
tor is coming for his spoils ! Hail the 'new freedom' 
and starvation! Back to the patched pants like 
mother used to make. Back on a par with Ireland, 
shackled to the soil to raise potatoes for your for- 
eign masters ! 

"Ah, how the proud and mighty will fall, like 
chaff before the wind, and how the impoverished 
children will pay for the sin and vanity of an ex- 
pensive luxury — 2i puppet Emperor. 
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"With 'lip-service' your ambassadors will slink 
back into your once glorious foreign embassies. 
Your genius will bum the midnight oil with hatred 
gnawing at their heart-strings, planning the great 
Revauche of another 'tag/ 

''You will hear the voices of the tempter from the 
Far East, from the Tropics and the North. You 
will label your 'Schnapps* and call it 'vodka/ You 
will dance with shoes of wood in Holland, with 
friends in sunny Spain ; you will sing in Mexican 
and Brazilian dialects and spedk of love to fair 
Scandinavia. 

"You will behave like Indians and delve into the 
sunken relics of Egypt in search of your lost treas- 
ure. You will purr sweet nothings into the ears of 
African wenches, and with far-away look towards 
the West and South, prepare and stir the stewing- 
pot, and the gentle zephyrs will blow and the birdies 
will sing again, and then you will awaken and find 
'Cerebroism* ready to devour the whole business/' 

This taunt of Cerebroism made the Professor 
madder than "Mad Mullah/' He fled like a March 
hare. I shouted after him: 

"Run! Get your old pilot 'Bismarck' to plunge 
the sword into your Emperor's heart as he has 
plunged it into the heart of his empire. Professor, 
I hear the voices of the mob at the palace gate. I 
feel the refreshing breeze of a revolution rushing 
unter-den-Linden. Professor ! Give your Emperor 
a cheese-dagger and see if he has nerve enough for 
harri-karri f 

''Tell him, as 'Grand Emperor of the Universe* 
7' have crossed 'his^ name off 'my' list of emper- 
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orsi The Kingdom of Cerebroism is no refuge for 
'counterfeit gods' and blunderers 1" 

Now, having made the most of my opportunity 
to disconcert the 'Tiarmonious dissonance" of 
Haunted Mountain, I was about to leave my quar- 
ters for the daily grind in the laboratory when 
suddenly the figure of the Master Mind enters the 
room and sinks into a chair. Our eyes met. We 
searched each other's souls in silence. Finally he 
said: 

"I, the Master Mind, have come to you. Pro- 
fessor Eisenbart has told me the most tmcanny and 
miraculous tales about Cerebroism and your un- 
earthly powers. Can you interpret the significance 
of the visit of the Prussian white ghost?** 

I answered: "Yes, the sextant in your brain 
and the aerial of telepathy in your soul has already 
interpreted it to you correctly, and your informal 
call at the 'Embassy of Cerebroism* here is the 
proof. The apparition s3ntnbolizes *A Dream.* Her 
silence S3ntnboli2es 'Muteness* ! It means the awak- 
ening from a terrible dream ! It means your War- 
God will be struck mute! It means that Gott tnit 
uns is a lie, an arrogant, unwarranted presumption 
on the part of your fool Emperor! He loved i 
poisonous rattler, the szvord, well, but not wisely! 
As an international poker-player, he is a fourth-rate 
plumber ! 

"The beautiful, world-nenowned hive that his 
peace-loving worker-bees have built with incom- 
parable skill will fall by an untimely blow from his 
tempestuous brain!** 

He replied : "A fool is wiser in his own conceit 
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than sixty-five million people that can render a 
reason/' 

I said : "Do you mean me, or is this a confession 
or treason to your Emperor? Your Excellency, 
one-man-power does not always take counsel with 
Wisdom and Reason. No individual that ever came 
out of a microscopic human egg is fit to rule abso- 
lutely, and must not f 

"There is only ^one^ Judge in *on^ hrain, and 
there are mental whisperings from millions of brutal 
ancestors. Parables and proverbs confound the in- 
tellect — ^as you have just illustrated.** 

He replied : "The people, juries and committees 
make a strong man powerless! No great message 
ever was given the world by a committed. No con- 
tinent or ocean was ever discovered or added to an 
empire by a jury or committee! Christ, Buddha, 
Alexander, Napoleon, Edison or the Wright broth- 
ers. Beethoven, Wagner, Shakespeare and Bill 
Sykes could not have accomplished an3rthing handi- 
capped by an authorisation committee f 

"What would you do if you saw a chance to 
saddle this world with Cerebroism? Would you 
hire a committee to spoil your plans?" I said. "A 
committee nearly threw Columbus overboard five 
minutes before he made his great discovery, but just 
think, if they had drowned him, then my country 
would not now be on the brinlc of oblivion ! To jrour 
second conundrum the answer is : 7 am ''not yef* 
deadf' 

He replied : **Your insinuation Ihaf a dictator or 
strong leader is only such stuff as a microscopic 
human egg is made of, and limited by its size, I 
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want to ask: Is not God the Almighty more in- 
visible and infinitely less bulkier?'* 

I said: "You win! You are an eternal basic 
law unto yourself, who lives will see!" 

I realized, of course, that his grandiloquence was 
a screen to hide his secret fears from me. 

Now rising and wheeling towards the exit, the 
Master Mind said: "Our invasion starts to-day. 
If our plan of conquest meets with a snag and your 
God crushes us as you seem to think, then how long 
will we stay crushed and unrecognizable?*' 

I replied gravely : "In that event I will make an- 
other trip to Heaven and inquire. I will do this for 
Professor Eisenbart/* 

He laughed and said mockingly: **I will have an 
iron cross of the highest order waiting for you — 
you deserve to be German/' 

I laughed last and he was gone. 



CHAPTER XIX 



CAPTURE OF THE "ORBIT MASTER*' 



1 JOINED Professor Eisenbart in the laboratory. 
Our experiments brought us into the mother 
Solar Tank in the crater, with a guard of soldiers 
surrounding it. 

We tested out the magneton meter and the elec- 
tronometer, which give timely warning on approach- 
ing ether holes in space and indicate the electronic 
pressures. 

We successfully circumvented and by-passed the 
laws of nature and co-ordinated the atomic con- 
troller and molecule disrupter. I improved the in- 
ter-action with a mind-pressure device I had just 
completed and suggested a little try-out spin. 

The Professor said: "We will risk a try-out 
now. Detection now does not matter, as our inva- 
sion is only a matter of hours and our prey would 
never suspect its true nature in a thousand years.'' 

The Professor turned a lever and instantly a 
heavy fog encircled the solar tank to screen it from 
view. The guard entered the interior and we rose 
to a height outside of the earth's atmosphere. It 
remained stationary and we watched the earth re- 
volve below. We descended over a large forest, 
two thousand miles from where we had started. 

208 
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We approached the earth to within twenty miles. 
At a signal a soldier turned a switch and the forest 
had vanished. Through powerful telescope glasses 
I watched the crust of the earth rise and fall. The 
area affected covered fully a square mile, 

I shuddered to think what a titanic weapon this 
was in the hands of a demon, but was fully alive to 
its possibilities under scientific control. 

We returned to the crater of Haunted Mountain 
in time for the mess call. I did not partake of 
food, however, because I believed I had no further 
need for it, as I had expected to make the supreme 
sacrifice within a few hours. I was ready to spring 
the trap I had so long and carefully planned. The 
installation of my "mind pressure device" in the 
gravitation control solar tank at last gave me my 
opportunity to save America and the world. The 
Master Mind, his superhuman war machine and 
Haunted Moimtain were now enmeshed in my web 
and in my power! 

At the first sign that the military monster was 
ready to go "over the top," I would send forth the 
mental force from my brain in the laboratory to 
the secret mind-pressure controller in the master 
solar tank in the crater, and release the anti-gravi- 
tation force and tear the volcano and Haunted 
Mountain from its roots, burying the military oc- 
topus and forever closing the subterranean com- 
munication with the sea. 

^n •^ ^F ^F ^F ^F 

Oh, the irony of it all ! I had implored Heaven 
to save the world, and God, aghast at the cost of 
it, had washed His hands and put the job in my 
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hands! If the price were only my life I would not 
falter. Oh, God! I cannot go on with it! The 
incongruity of it! 

Richard Reyem, the champion of the rights of 
man and Protector of Life! 

This is God's revenge for my protest against the 
"principle of death in nature." 

He has confounded me with his infinite wisdom ! 
Richard Reyem, a murderer ! 

Every seat in Heaven I know must be sold out 
for my great drama. Every imp in Hell is in gala 
array awaiting my fall! 

Oh, Lord, let me pass the buck to "Attila." 

Oh, God, employ another puppet. You can have 
my badge and resignation ! 

Heaven, I did not put the chestnuts in your fire. 
Get another catspaw ! 

Your will be done, but please do it yourself! 

Who wrote "Thou shalt not kill" on Moses's 
slate ? I can prove by my mother it wasn't I ! 

"Oh, Lord, I was bom to 'create,' not to destroy ! 
Let this blood be on Heaven's doorstep— not on 
my hands! 

"Cerebroism is in the balance and T cannot offi^ 
date as the weighmaster ! 

"I refuse !" 

I knelt in prayer as my mind brought forth the 
image of the eternal God-Head. I remained in this 
attitude till the sound of Professor Eisenbart's foot- 
steps broke my devotion and sought my help to un- 
ravel some intricacy within the solar tank. The 
guard had temporarily been withdrawn to assist in 
loading scientific apparatus aboard other solar tanks. 



OF HAUNTED MOUNTAIN 211 

I entered the interior of the great solar tank. The 
Professor followed, and ordered one soldier to 
stand guard over me while at work within. The 
portals closed, the oxygen and air-compressors be- 
gan to hum and we rose up into space. 

^F ^F ^F *p •^ ^F 

Suddenly a muffled cry in the operating chamber 
caused me to look behind. The sight almost robbed 
me of life! 

There stood Professor Eisenbart, looking directly 
into the muzzle of a gun held in the hand of Ted 
Flynn, the detective. 

On the floor behind him lay the soldier, felled 
by a blow on the head from behind. The voice of 
the detective broke the spell : 

"A bad move, Professor, and Til give you your 
passport to eternity! The Orbit Master is mineT 

Instantly he had the soldier and Professor Eisen- 
bart handcuffed and bound in the cabin. I shouted : 

"Flynn, where on earth have you been?" 

He winked and said : "The change of guard gave 
me the opportunity to stow away near you in our 
solar tank." 

I turned to Professor Eisenbart sympathetically 
and said: "Do not fear. We will treat you with 
the same kindness and consideration you have shown 



us.'' 



He volunteered to operate the solar tank, but I 
knew only too well that, true to his oath and call- 
ing, he would destroy the "Orbit Master" and its 
crew, and refused his offer. 

I said: "I'll run the 'Orbit Master^! We are 
only marionettes for the invisible master of the uni- 
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verse at helm. He will guide us to safety. We 
will yet save America T 

The Professor answered: "You are too late! 
You forget that our ^Master Mind' can blow the 
earth to bits from the core/' 

The detective replied : "I have cut the communi- 
cations with the core." 

The Professor blanched visibly and looked the 
picture of despair. Perhaps he realized that the 
war-horse was hitched to a frightful nightmare. 

Through the powerful spyglass attached to the 
telescope we watched the preparations in the crater. 
Lines began to form like minute marks and hour 
points on the face of a monster clock dial around 
the huge volcano. I knew that the master mind in 
the pivot was moving these hands about, and every- 
thing pointed towards conquest and victory. 

I brought the "Orbit Master" back into the at- 
mosphere and our detectors distinctly caught the 
sound of martial airs and bugle calls. 

A swarm of bird-men perched themselves around 
the crater. The sun was not yet below the horizon, 
but powerful searchlights and "secret energy illu- 
minators" were in position. 

Suddenly the vanguard of the dreaded "shock 
troops" went "over the top" of the volcano. I knew 
the hour had struck! T knew these would be fol- 
lowed by two million of highly trained, determined 
warriors. 

The detective set the anti-gravitation energy dial 
at a radius of ten miles and covered a circle of 
twenty miles around the crater. 

We adjusted mufflers to our ears and the ears of 
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oor captives and rose to get the exact range; We 
looked down upon the wonderful ^)ectacle, over- 
awed with the responsibihty of this^ — the greatest 
slaughter of history — and the horror and shrieks a 
minute hence, whidi were to ring through the cor- 
ridors of time and haunt our souls. 

With great pity for the brave, misguided creatures 
— for they were members of the "Brotherhood of 
Man" and simply unfortunate in the throw of the 
dice-box of Fate. They were bom to follow the 
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colors of the black imperial eagle instead of the 
eagle of the American Republic. 

Suddenly the majestic thought raced into my brain 
like a panting steed from distant Sarinor: 

Save the face of Cerebroism! The eyes of the 
world are upon its leader! 

I quickly turned to the detective and said : "Flynn, 
I have sent an ultimatum to Heaven that I cannot 
go through with this wholesale, wanton destruction 
of life. My refusal has scared Heaven and you 
have been sent to do this dirty work! This blood 
will be upon your hands and on the toga and tiara 
of Heaven !'* 

Cerebroism has been saved! Richard Reyem is 
clean and innocent of guilt! 

The detective, realizing the enormity of the bloody 
carnage about to be consummated by the swing of 
a lever, hesitated and said : **We will draw lots to 
decide." 

I suggested: "I will throw up a ten-cent piece, 
and if it falls to the floor I will turn the lever and 
destroy Haunted Mountain and the millions of sol- 
diers below ; but if the dime stays up, you are the 
chosen one, and may Cerebroism be merciful to you 
and Heaven r* 

The detective said: 'That's fair enough. Go 
ahead !" 

I threw up the dime, pushed an anti^gravitation 
button, and the dime imbedded itself in the ceiling 
of the dome. 

The detective said : "Reyem, Cerebroism outwit- 
ted me with that damned gravitation-control, but 
rU do the job for Heaven. All is fair in warP 



i>f 
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I said : "Before you do it, take me about a hun- 
dred miles, make a landing and let me get off so I 
can return to civilization and Sarinor. It will only 
take you a few minutes/' 

He replied: "I am not a member of the Presi- 
dent's cabinet, anci I don't intend to make a fiasco 
out of this opportunity. You are attempting now 
to frustrate me to save that precocious, altruistic 
child, Cerebroism. These men below are now my 
vassals. Their lives belong to me. I have won 
them fair and square !" 

I said : "Teddy, you have only been in power a 
few minutes — thanks to Cerebroism — ^and you have 
become a full-fledged dictator and despot. Supernal 
and glorious is the mind of man. Good boy, 
Teddy!" 

I chuckled to myself: **What tools these poor 
mortals be ! How cerebrating brains must stoop to 
conquer !" 

Professor Eisenbart now shouted hopefully: 

"Mr. Flynn, stop ! Beware f Do you want to kill 
the beautiful Titian-haired girl, your sweetheart, 
aboard a submarine in the cavern lakes? Don't 
you understand how Mr. Reyem has cleverly made 
you the *goat' for this colossal butchery ? 

**You are but a piece of putty in his hands. He 
has crumbled up the greatest minds on earth with 
his insidious, uncanny doctrine of Cerebroism." 

I said: "No use. Professor. I know th^ girl is 
halfway across the ocean." 

The Professor lamented : "What chance has the 
chicanery of the mortal brain against the basic 
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thinking of resourceful and illimitable sublime 
Cerebroism ?" 

Suddenly, without warning, the solar tank trcm^ 
bled like a waiting wife on pay night. The roar of 
the elements must have been audible for a himdred 
miles. The quake and upheavals must have been felt 
at the capitol of the U. S. (the bedroom of Lloyd 
George) and the Senate Chambers. The bombard- 
ment against the solar tank of flying fragments at 
this great height was terrific. 

Nothing could be seen below. Death and des- 
truction had cast a pall over the region where the 
Gibraltar of the Western Hemisphere had stood. 
Its wild, inaccessible mountain was levelled to the 
plains and filled the hollows in the valleys. 

The detective had turned the anti-gravitaticMi 
lever without taking me into his confidence. He 
usurped all temporal and terrestrial power to his 
heart's content up here in the air. Like a bom 
autocrat, he had nothing but contempt for the bound- 
hand-and-foot congress of prisoners-of-war at his 
feet. 

I turned to the Professor and said: "I sympa- 
thize with you in your bereavement. I know how 
you must feel with all your cherished hopes for 
your fatherland buried. All your gigantic efforts 
and work for naught ! I know how keenly you feel 
the sting of betrayed friendship. It was your kind 
heart that made the saving of our country possible. 
We have done our duty, no more, no less. In our 
place, surely you would have done as we did. Now 
ask anything within my giving. It is yours." 

The Professor answered: "I ask nothing but 
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death for mjrself and companion. Life for us has 
lost its sweetness. Bury us over the site of the 
volcano among the fragments of our comrades." 

I said: "Professor Eisenbart, you must live for 
the sake of your people. Here in the chamber of 
the *Orbit Master' let us renounce hatred and brute 
force forever and unite forces to bring about the 
brotherhood of man and put humanity under one 
flag, the common flag of mankind! Let us substi- 
tute Cerebroism and justice for the primitive law 
of nature — 'the survival of the fittest.' Let us des- 
troy politics forever! The balance of power rests 
with Cerebroism and not in Triple Alliances or 
Triple Ententes. The price is paid and the harmony 
between the spiritual and natural forces and laws 
will be restored." 

The Professor spoke at last: "This solar tank, 
the great *Orbit Master/ is the only survivor of our 
tanks. Our Master Mind, too, has perished in the 
caverns. The 'Orbit Master' is capable of destroy- 
ing the atmosphere and all life on earth or to disrupt 
and disintegrate the solar system. Centauri, our 
neighboring sun, can be made to approach until it 
appears like a planet in the heavens. 

"You know all this, and therefore have the power 
to force peace at any price upon the world. Our 
people are a proud race and will never wear a con- 
queror's yoke. 

"I think the transmigration of our people to the 
perfect world you have discovered might be the 
solution. 

^A large and secure place in V sun! 

1 think Berlin will surrender unconditionally on 
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your word and the honor of Cerebroism that a better 
Garden of Eden, with docile animals without teeth, 
peace treaties, guns and poisonous propaganda, 
await us. 

"A Paradise not surrounded by an iron ring of 
greedy conspirators. Where half of our labor and 
savings will not be spent for protection against the 
wolves on our borders. Where the instinct of self- 
preservation does not have to lie awake all night." 

I said : "Yes, Professor. I know what you want 
exactly — a 'Utopia' where Kaisers don't feed you on 
soft soap and compel you to forever blow bubbles." 
Now turning to the detective, I said : 

"Teddy, you have been a Grand Mogul. Your 
brief reign has been replete with destruction and 
history-making tableaux. 

"You may sit down now and fiddle over your 
ruins, like Nero. I will take command in the name 
of Cerebroism, and you shall see rising out of the 
ashes — a miracle of Cerebroism." 

I lowered the "Orbit Master" just outside a 
three-mile limit of the earth's surface and remarked 
dryly: "Flynn, you may open the bar and serve 
refreshments now." 

The Professor sighed. "Give me a Week End." 

The detective inquired: "What kind of a drink 
is that?" 

The Professor: "A drink of wood-alcohol on 
Wednesday and a funeral on Saturday." 

I set the gravitation control to keep the solar tank 
directly over the site of Haunted Mountain and 
compelled the tank to follow the course of the 
earth on her axis. 

We retired for the night. 



CHAPTER XX 

THE TRIUMPH OF CEREBROISM 

AT sunrise, as far as the eye could reach, the 
landscape was strewn with debris. Not a ves- 
tige of Haunted Mountain or the volcano remained. 

The detective was in silent mood. The fate of 
the girl was uppermost in his mind. 

I knew remorse must be tugging at his heart. 
He had been the plaything and dupe of destiny, the 
accusing voices of the dead and of the fatherless 
children, broken-hearted wives and sweethearts must 
be ringing in his heroic ears. 

He had destroyed millions of white brethren and 
played into the hands of leering, waiting Mongo- 
lians and under-dog humans. It was his hand that 
Heaven had used, but it was the antiquated, medie- 
val rivalry of kings that martyred these Arjrans in 
the moloch of Haunted Mountain. 

I said : *'Cheer up, Ted ; the worst is yet to come. 
Soon we will have to shake a million hands, ride 
under arches of triumph, and get soaked in the eye 
with oranges and red-light Roman candles. Get 
ready with notes for speeches and addresses, and 
be careful whose address you write down. Already 
I can hear the band playing The conquering, hungry 
heroes come !' and *Hail the Chief V Hear the angry 

219 



220 THE DEER-SMELLERS 

stage mob and the cops clubbing them back into line 
so that we can enjoy the air along the line of parade. 
Don't forget to wipe your chin and put on the 
latest Parisian or London grin for the camera man. 
Whatever you do, don't act American, or the pic- 
ture rights won't bring salt. I had better knock 
your eye out so you can wear a monocle. We will 
never be human or happy again. The idol-worship- 
pers will make Gods out of us and 'Bamum' must 
be our watchword." 

Rising to the upper air, we soon caught sight of 
the bright gleam of railroad tracks in the distance. 
We followed this for a hundred miles, then veered 
off and followed a river to the sea to a Government 
naval station. 

Fearing an atack on our strange solar vehicle, I 
wirelessed an explanation and descended to the drill 
grounds. The Commander and a guard approached 
us and ran up the Stars and Stripes. A strong 
guard was placed to frustrate any spy attempt from 
the sea or airplane. Our prisoners were given com- 
fortable quarters. 

I telegraphed the stamping grounds of Cerebro- 
ism at Sarinor and my own bailiwick and family 
of our rescue and activity in the land of the living. 

The detective telegraphed a report and sent a dis- 
patch to Supreme Court Judge Braynhart concern- 
ing the girl. 

The Secretary of State and the War Department 
got the facts from us by long-distance phone. After 
the "wholesale liar," the war censor, doctored them 
up, the greatest piece of news of the century was 
allowed to filter to the press and world public. 
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Newspaper extras appeared in the streets explain- 
ing the origin of the earthquake shocks felt through- 
out the world, with illustrations of Haunted Moun- 
tain and pictures of two heroes whose identity mod- 
esty will not permit me to mention here. 

For many days the only topic that filled the news- 
papers, the public mind, and motion-picture houses 
throughout the "so-called" civilized world was the 
exploits of Haunted Mountain. 

It was a great scoop for Cerebroism ! 

The full realization that, but for Cerebroism, 
civilization would now lay in a sarcophagus in the 
mausoleum of history, and the light that lies in the 
beautiful eyes of Liberty, and lies and lies, now cold 
in death, stirred the mysterious public to the boiling 
point. 

The President and the leaders of the Democratic 
Party sent thousands of himian saxophones among 
the unpopular populace in a vain attempt to reduce 
their temperature to subnormal. 

The danger so narrowly averted caused even the 
Statue of Liberty (isolated in the Bay) to ask: 
**Why? Why was this danger not discovered by 
the Government?" 

The international order of undertakers undertook 
a "round robin," but a Government concession ap- 
proving a two hundred per cent, increase in the price 
of coffins silenced their patriotic inquiry. 

A week later the immortal "Arc de triumphe 
Cerebroism" was completed. It was a proud day 
that Ted Fl)nin and Richard Reyem rode through 
a tax-ridden city and under the noble arch to receive 
a job-lot of worthless degrees and golden keys to 
the Mint. 
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However, knowing the gang of patriots that paid 
homage to the Mint before us, I knew a stampede 
and flying trip would avail us nothing. 

The grand stand was packed with the celebrities, 
celestials and notorious of the world and imder- 
world seeking the limelight and cheap advertising at 
public expense. 

The heated speeches emanating from human 
chimneys during the day and evening caused a proc«* 
lamation by the Mayor to "put out all fires and 
cover all chimneys during the festivities." 

Appropriate medals were hung on our vests and 
a notable with wet whiskers started kissing us on 
both cheeks. 

I protested and said : "You may give my kisses 
to Flynn — nothing makes him sick." 

My medal was embossed, "The Qiampion Deer 
Smeller of the World," privileged to hunt in open 
and closed seasons. 

The only words free from flattery and containing 
a kernel of truth were those of a child in the crowd, 
who yelled good-naturedly at me : "Mister, give me 
a penny?" 

I stopped the procession to present him with a 
thirteen-dollar gold piece and to stop his mother 
from autographing his backside. 

The banquet at night was a perfect crazy asylum. 
A perfect picture of humanity at the feet of hys- 
teria. 

The great international trusts, foreseeing the 
power of Cerebroism, made an early bid to purchase 
it, as it had bought and paid for the Democratic 
and Republican parties. 
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They oflFered to give birth to "The American 
Eagle Party" and build their nest in the White 
House by naming Flynn for the vice presidency and 
myself, the leader of Cerebroism, for the presidency. 

I rose to answer the toast with a roast: "Mr. 
Chairman and Publicity Agents — ^Mr. Flynn and 
myself thank you for the high contracting honors 
you are doing us for. Here in this pure angelic 
atmosphere you again have dedicated your noble 
lives and vast resources to human welfare." 

When the pandemonium of applause had subsided 
I continued : "Please look to your own laurels ! The 
sun of invisible government by money is setting in 
the West! 

"It has wrecked banks, railways, shipping, the in- 
dustries, corporations, nations and made civilization 
a shambles. It is absolutely without conscience. 
Money is its God. Its curse has ruined the world. 
Its evil power has spread to the honest toiler. 

"They prowl the streets and refuse to work. 
There is no incentive to work. The profiteers leave 
them nothing but the dirty calsomine on the walls 
and the skeletons in the garbage cans. 

"Piracy is glorified in books and church. They 
read : Thirty thousand new millionaires this winter 
are sunning themselves at Palm Beach,' while the 
family conversation in an ice-box called *Home' is : 
'Go easy with the oleo-margerine, kids. It's a dollar 
a pound.' 

"Love-sick youths look into furniture store win- 
dows, grow romantic, and run like fury to recall 
the engagement ring from the finger of frantic 
sweethearts full of tenderness and other horrors. 
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''Tlte Era of Cerehraism is here! The great spir- 
itual lofw that will level animalism! This night you 
have discovered a new law of nature and by Heav- 
ens ril see that it is written down in your hearts 
and your text books and ledgers before you kave. 

"God, the greatest Thinker in the Universe, is om- 
nipresent here to-night, and will strike dead the first 
savage that tries to leave here till I have finished. 

"Human governments have always been founded 
on crumbling rocks. Cerebroism is founded in the 
eternal God-head! Cerebroism is not the six hun- 
dred and third law of nature. It is the first law. 

"It means absolute, basic, scientific, creative, fool- 
proof thinking and acting. God has created the 
ninety-two distinct atoms, and every energy and 
force known to your chemists and scientists with it. 

'Nothing exists but Cerebroism! 

'By the power of Cerebroism vested in me I 
hereby proclaim this the first hour of the first year 
of the Era of Cerebroism on earth! To-morrow I 
will devote ten minutes of my valuable time to the 
establishing of a marvelous scientific government for 
this world. 

"There will be no more Alexanders the Great, 
'Lizzie the Medium,' or 'Harold the small.' 

"There will be perfect equality. God and Cere- 
broism alone will be great! 

"I will destroy all other idols including Mammon. 

"You will never use a whip on a hired horse again. 

"All men will be respected. 

"Even barbers, tailors, waiters and ministers will 
rise above the menial and forever despise the word 

tip. 
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"The words 'poverty/ 'hovel/ 'graft/ 'bread-line* 
will become atrophied from disuse. 

"Cerebroism will tell the watchful, waiting world 
what high patriotism means. There is not going to 
be another holiday for the birthday of Teddy Flynn 
or Richard Reyem, either. If you are going to bum 
away an entire day every time you felicitate or think 
of something new, there will not be enough days 
in a year to lower the *high-cost-of-living.' " 

A great hush had fallen over the banquet hall. 

I thundered out : "Is there a doctor in the house ?" 

A hundred throats answered, "Yes !" 

This proved that my audience was still awake. I 
answered: "I now call on Supreme Court Judge 
Braynhart for a summing up. 

I yielded the floor amid a thunderous applause 
from a delegation of cerebroists of Sarinor — ^holding 
strategic seats. 

The great, learned, well-heeled Judge arose and 
said: "As Chief of the Department of Justice, / 
announce my conversion to cerebroism and pledge 
my support to Richard Reyem!" Then he exclaimed : 
'7/ this be treason, then make the most of itT (A 
famous historical thunderbolt.) 

"I would rather listen to Richard Reyem than to 
all the men that have lived since Lincoln. / ack- 
nowledge him as the Emancipator of Humanity! 

"My influence, brain and wealth are at his com- 
mand. He IS absolutely without bias, prejudice or 
selfish motives. 

"Who will rally to our standard?" 

In ringing tones fifty of the most powerful cap- 
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tains of industry and high government officials an- 
swered his call to true manhood and sacrifice. 

I arose and said : "Big men of America — I knew 
it was in you, and I am glad that the Judge has 
brought it out by his unselfish example." Then I 
added: "Judge, to repay a compliment I want to 
state that I would rather talk to you than to a whole 
city, and if all but you had deserted the banquet I 
would have talked to you for a year if you had 
stayed, because — ^well — ^because !" 

Now Ted Flynn answered the call of the chair- 
man, his great heart beating in unison with mine 
and that of his prospective father-in-law. 

He enlivened the evening with humorous tales of 
the caverns and of the little heroine — ^the Judge's 
daughter — and "hoped that Berlin soon would re- 
store her to her father and — and — ^happiness." 

At our request Professor Eisenbart had been in- 
vited as a guest and the chairman now prevailed 
upon him for a few remarks. The Professor rose 
and said : "Gentlemen and fellow cerebroists, it may 
seem strange that I should be a guest here while my 
country is still at war with you. I have news that 
may interest you. I have persuaded Berlin (by wire- 
less) to release the daughter of Judge Bra)mhart 
and she is on the return journey. 

"Further — the disaster of Haunted Mountain to 
our arms has completely shattered the morale of our 
home armies. 

"On my advice our armies will retreat from the 
western front in France to our own border line and 
sign an armistice along the lines of the principles of 
Cerebroism as propounded by Richard Reyem. He 
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has assured me that Mr. Wilson and your Ameri- 
can Senate are agreeable to a peace based on the 
Wilsonian fourteen points and the New Freedom 
and peace without victory idea» modified to meet the 
humanitarian principles of cerebroism to make war 
unprofitable and prevent recurrence of a military 
plague. 

"You see, the Great World War now, while not 
technically over, is virtually at an end. 

"Our defeat was due to Cerebroism ! I alone am 
to blame for our defeat — for had I permitted the 
execution of Richard Reyem, the man who thinks 
the deepest thoughts without the functioning of 
brain and taps all wells of knowledge and the wis- 
dom of the God-head, independent of the cerebrum 
-—our Master Mind would be dictating terms to you 
now at Washington." 

This information from behind the international 
scenes created a sensation. In the confusion I made 
an historical departure from the banquet hall to seek 
the comfort of my fireside with my feet on the 
purring family cat, to dream and spin tales like an 
old mariner for the children of Sarinor, once again 
in the bosom of my happy family. 



CHAPTER XXI 

SARINOR THE CAPITAL OF THE EARTH 

THE miracle of the conversion and capitulation 
of the capitalists and impregnable pillars of so- 
ciety and government of North America to Cere- 
broism at the banquet almost caused the dissolution 
of the mind of nerve-racked Europe. 

In vain the "king trust" tried to stem the great 
impetus and fanatical rush of the masses to Cere- 
broism. 

The oceans steamed and endangered the coast of 
Iceland from over-heated cables. "Government by 
capital" having made the noble and supreme sac- 
rifice — the great "Labor Trust" seized the reigns 
and attempted to set up a "Government by Labor." 

I met this new danger to civilization by an imme- 
diate call of a "cerebroic congress" and proclaiming 
"Sarinor" the capitol of the world. 

On the steps of the "capitol of cerebroism" I pro- 
claimed the independence and supremacy of the 
"Government of the world by Cerebroism"! 

The effect was a complete knockdown and drag- 
out of a despotic attempt at "Government by inches," 
two-foot rules and monkey-wrenches. 

Not Capital or Labor, but thought and brain pro- 
duce everything! Surrounded by a circle of the 
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world's leading scientists, I launched "the new law 
of evolution" — "Reyem's Law of Brain Selection," 
to replace the Darwinian theory of "natural selec- 
tion," and challenged the world to accomplish the 
transition of humanity from the cocoon stage to 
the "butterfly" by any other method. 

I immediately introduced bills into the Congress 
of Cerebroism to forever prevent mortals from im- 
mortalizing their names at the expense of the Nation 
or Mankind. And to declare water, air and life 
raw materials and free from taxation. 

Ways and means to prevent the shooting of tax- 
gatherers and how to prevent leading men from 
being led astray. A method of squaring banking 
circles and putting stocks on roller skates. The 
promotion of undersea and interstellar trade and 
the limiting of the output of wooden money. The 
prohibition of the fifty bucks for one jitney ex- 
change for a sound, universal exchange rate. 

Ways and means to compel governments to sup- 
port the blind, the maimed and sick, the prospective 
mother of the next generation and the fatherless. 
Provide food and shelter for homeless canaries, cats, 
dogs and American bald eagles — ^all necessary funds 
to be taken out of the annual "party graft" budget. 

3(e 3(e 3(e 3(e 3(e 3(e 

Within a fortnight of the tragedy at Haunted 
Mountain cerebroism had now become the greatest 
power the world had ever seen. Its power rejuve- 
nated the morale of the world, and fear, despair, 
cowardice and gloom gave way to hope and faith in 
Sarinor, 

The American Army, imbued with the spirit of 



230 THE DEER-SMELLERS 

this new force, was thrilling the world with unsur- 
passed deeds of bravery and generosity and smashed 
the famous western Hindenburg line, saving the 
thirty allied nations of the world from an icy death 
in the sea. 

On the heels of this miracle came the news that 
the Kaiser had fled to Holland with the key to the 
secret of the "secret energy mine** under the island 
of England. 

Germany now was in the grip of revolution, and 
I immediately sent Professor Eisenbart to Berlin, 
aboard the great solar "mother tank,*' the "Orbit 
Master," as the representative of Sarinor. 

I seized the "Orbit Master" on her return from 
Europe and put her under guard at Sarinor for 
safe-keeping. . 

I knew the old order of "secret diplomacy" and 
the "King Trust" would die hard, and I must be in 
a position to hold the "great club" — ^the solar tank — 
over their crafty and conscienceless heads. 

Professor Eisenbart, now in direct touch, kept me 
informed of "European intrigue." I learned that 
the "Academy of Dark Design" had drawn plans to 
"remodel the landscapes of the world" for evil, sel- 
fish purposes from London, Paris and Rome — to 
take the world apart; and the left-over parts were 
to be sent to a garbage can termed "the league of 
saintly nations." 

I realized the danger of "humanity going to seed" 
and at once issued an order to the cerebroists of 
Sarinor to construct from the secret plans a solar 
tank large enough to transport all the governments 
of Europe to Hell. 
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The Allies of Europe in a diplomatic note ex- 
plained: "Our objective is highly humanitarian. 

"All we want is to cut the beaten foe's legs off 
and obtain a guarantee that he will support us in 
luxury for the rest of our unnatural lives — ^that's 
all." 

The world stood aghast, including the "Irish 
World," at the pacts that emanated from the lairs 
of the "pack of Europe" — ^the beautiful dream world 
that had been mouthed and mi raged into the brains 
of a war-sick humanity, a bubble of hypocrisy. 
Cerebroism and gallant America had entered the war 
to make the world a fit place to live in and to defend 
right against might, and now the wolfish govern- 
ments of Europe had thrown off the sheepskins, and 
with snoots sunk into the life-blood of civilization, 
stood howling defiance to Sarinor and President 
Wilson at Washington. 

Already their expert taxidermists were skinning 
idealism, justice, Cerebroism and Uncle Sam alive. 
The Wilsonian fourteen conditions, to which they 
had subscribed, as the price of victory and which 
was the basis of a complete surrender and the sign- 
ing of an armistice by Germany and the unfortunate 
Christian and Mohammedan nations allied with her 
already lay in the waste-basket. 

Professor Eisenbart, who had successfully engi- 
neered the signing of the armistice as the represen- 
tative of cerebroism, sent a radiogram to Sarinor: 

"Old decrepit Europe is plotting the kidnapping 
of rich and altruistic Columbia, the Gem of the 
Oceans." 

I took a train to Washington, shook hands with 
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the President (secretly registering the strength of 
his iron grip and noting the undiminished size of his 
powerful chin), and offered to take a "protectorate 
over Columbia." 

The President said: "Reyem, unless something 
is done or undone, the great World War will have 
been fought in vain and become a travesty on jus- 
tice. The old order, a governing class, a warrior 
class, an idle society class, a professional class, and 
— 3, worker class to support the whole damned busi- 
ness will prevail." 

I said: "Mr. President, do not fear, you must 
eliminate the old women and 'pecksniffs' in Congress 
first. If you wish I can arrange to electrocute them 
with a strong potential verbal current of Cerebro- 
ism! 

"Mr. President, Saqnor and Cerebroism will 
never again permit the formation of colonies of 
bacteria and human scum and dregs in this rain- 
barrel — our earth ! Cerebroism now fears no power 
in the Universe ! God is behind Sarinor ! The new 
Cerebroic law, 'Hurt Cerebroism and wound the 
Universe,* has enlisted Heaven in our ranks. 

"The Cerebroists of Sarinor are brain-worship- 
pers and our altars are alive with new potentiality 
just arrived from Heaven. 

"The High Priest of Cerebroism daily calls to 
the world : 'Your future lies within brain !' 

"The occultism of the East has heard the voice 
and only justice on earth will prevent a war of the 
brains/' 

The President, much impressed, said: "I'll send 
my handy man, 'Colonel House,' to Europe at once. 
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The family of nations is the most quarrelsome of 
all families on earth !" 

I replied : "The upper and lower full houses won't 
settle that mess/' 

I presented the President with a set of old Eng- 
lish ear-muflBers, and said : "Mr. President, may I 
not use your phone ?" 

He said : "Certainly. Drop a nickel right in the 
slot." 

I saved the nickel for the "Sick King Fund," 
pushed the receiver down, and talked to myself, 
personally — ^bawling out: "Hello! Sarinor? Is this 
CO double 00 Sarinor? Well, boys, get the solar 
tank out and give it a wash V* 

1 hung up, and left the President standing at the 
White House wireless telephone looking for a leak. 

The following day an ultimatum went forth from 
the "Peace Zoo" of Paris — ^the tiger throwing the 
balls made by the fox : 

"Germany must deliver by noon fifty-seven bil- 
lion milk cows, with every blade of grass in Central 
Europe. Also the heads of the Kaiser, two thousand 
officers, and the hearts of sixty-five million inhabi- 
tants pickled -a-la-vinegrette. Also the deeds to 
all rivers, cemeteries and acreage not less than the 
total area of the surface of the earth." 

Within a few days the Kaiser, from his hidden 
stronghold, countered this with a diplomatic re- 
quest for further information: 

"Please inform me what to do with the mine 
under England, Do the Allies wish me to blow the 
island out of the sea ? Remember Carthage and our 
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Grandmother. Wire immediately ; the key is getting 
hot in my pocket/' 

Instantly the neutral nations of the world held 
a conference, prompted by a certain island power, 
whose identity cannot be disclosed here, and ap- 
pealed to Sarinor for help. 

Professor Eisenbart radiographed to Sarinor: 
"Kaiser willing to yield 'key to secret mine* to Rich- 
ard Reyem for a guarantee sparing his head and 
mustache." 

Realizing fully this new threat to the white race, 
a prospective loss of thirty million white inhabi- 
tants, I hurried a radio to Professor Eisenbart: 

"Tell William Hohenzollem the solar tank will 
call for the key and him to-morrow." I added: 
"England must be saved by all means, for with all 
her faults she has carried the white man's burden 
and is a big civilizing influence in the world. Be- 
sides, the Irish would have no one to quarrel with 
if John Bull was blooming blasted out of the man- 
ger." 

Armed with a reception committe of "Sarinor 
vigilants" in the solar tank, I made a flying trip to 
Berlin and met Professor Eisenbart, took him aboard 
and hurried to the secret retreat in Holland and 
hauled the Kaiser and the secret key and chart to 
the mine aboard the "Orbit Master." England was 
saved/ 

The Kaiser whined : "It was not my will to war. 
I preserved the peace of Europe for nearly forty 
years. The military 'Frankenstein' broke loose from 
the chains. Woe is me ! Uneasy lies the head that 
carries a gun and uneasy is the country without one. 
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But life IS a boon and I would like to begin life all 
over again at Sarinor — ^please intern me at Sari- 
nor." 

I said : "Bill, dead trees are a menace to a healthy 
orchard. We only agreed to save your head and 
mustache. There is nothing in our bargain about 
your neck. However, you may ask Judge Bra)m- 
hart for a habeas corpus to show why the word 
intern should not be modified to read interred." 

I immediately called a cerebroic congress into ses- 
sion at Sarinor on my return. I addressed the con- 
gress of cerebroism thus: 

"The world needs an example of *open covenants 
openly arrived at,' so we are going to hold this ses- 
sion out in the open street. 

"We will now give the Kaiser 'a fair trial' and 
try to discover, if possible, who started the world 
conflagration.*' 

The Kaiser was led to the gutter in the public 
square, and pointing to him, I said: 

"Look ! Cerebroists ! Bum this lesson deeply into 
your brains ! 

"Historians ^ see to it that other lips and other 
pens this tale and moral shall tell — Thus passes all 
earthly glory! This libertine ghost of former great- 
ness was a worldly tinker instead of a cerebroic 
thinker. His was animal intelligence — mere chemi- 
cal action and low grade electricity combined. 

"Cerebroism has become superhuman because of 
its adherence to high, noble purpose by cerebrum 
and cerebral selection and brain cell culture ! 

"He was a great man according to his light and 
win tower high in history over many kings now 
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living, yet he is only a mental pigmy when com- 
pared to our mental grants in cerebroland, able to 
pen the thoughts of the unborn a million years 
hence." 

A half-hour^s examination and cross-examination 
of the Kaiser and Professor Eisenbart convinced 
Sarinor that it had another Sphinx riddle on its 
hands. The roots of the war were too ramified in 
secret diplomacy. 

The session ended with an ultimatum to civiliza- 
tion that : "Whereas, Cerebroism and Sarinor now 
possessed the means to enforce its edicts, and where- 
as, Richard Reyem has discovered that the earth is 
the most beautiful world within a radius of fifty- 
seven trillion miles, 

"And whereas, humanity has developed an ab- 
normal instinct by which it seeks mortsd life, hap- 
piness and true liberty outside and away from this 
world — its old home and birthplace. 

"And Whereas, far be it from Cerebroism to dis- 
courage the pursuit of human happiness. 

"And whereas, humanity divided by itself and by 
the rapacity of the allies must fall into the error of 
a greater war and the possibilities of peace this side 
of five thousand years being very remote. 

"Therefore: Cerebroism in Congress assembled 
at Sarinor hereby does decree that : The population 
of Germany be allowed to assemble peaceably or 
otherwise, at points along her border to be herein- 
after made known, within sixty days, and trans- 
ported by means of solar tanks now at Sarinor and 
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under construction^ to the world known as the 'per- 
fect world' in the constellation of Purgatory, an^ 
that Professor Eisenbart be and hereby is declared 
'Grand Transmigration Marshall/ but subordinated 
to the Master of Ceremonies, Richard Reyem, crur 
leader." 



CHAPTER XXII 



TRANSMIGRATION DAY 



DIRE threats were muttered by the most pre- 
datory of the allied powers, but a show of solar 
tank force by Sarinor in the sky changed these to 
prayers. 

But soon the snarls of the peace kennel at Paris 
over the awards and division of the real estate, jiuik 
and lands to be vacated by Germany on "transmi- 
gration day" disturbed the spiritual atmosphere of 
Sarinor. 

Another ultimatum went forth from Sarinor, no- 
tifying Europe "that its dirty pitcher had gone to 
the well for the last time and informing civilization 
that the last straw had broken the cerebroic camel's 
back/' 

The ultimatum read: "Notice to non-cerebroic 
human earth-dwellers: You are hereby informed 
that arrangements have been completed to transport 
the races and nations of earth separately or sever- 
ally to other planets. 

"Each race or nation may have a planet all to 
themselves by making a formal application, now 
readv at Sarinor. 

"Come early and avoid the rush. Planets selected 
must not be nearer to the earth than one mile for 

238 
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every cell in the brains of the obdurate crania of 
nankind. 

"This ultimatum shall become effective one hun- 
dred years from date. 




ALONG THE BORDER ON TRANSMIGRATION DAY. 

SOLAK TaKKS CoNTEyiNG U llOUOH PBOKX TO OltB OV 

THK Vemfki Woauw. 
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"After the exodus of humanity from this earth, 
this world shall thereafter be known as 'Cerebro- 
land' and the sole property of the Cerebroists of 
Sarinor, who shall clean it up and inhabit it 

The Great Exodus to the Perfect World 

The great world holiday known as "Transmigra- 
tion Day/' the great national moving event of the 
German nation finally arrived. 

A great fleet of Solar tanks of monster propor- 
tions were anchored in the sky waiting to receive 
the cargo of sixty-five million Germans. 

The highly trained crews from Sarinor and cere- 
broic officials all ready for the most gigantic and 
unique enterprise in the annals of Solar history. 
^ The borders were patrolled by forces from Sari- 
nor fitted with electro-magnetic batteries, electric 
clubs and electric projectors, a highly scientific, non- 
fatal means for attack or defense copied after Na- 
ture's creation — the electric fish. 

Many sentimental, pathetic and humorous episodes 
and incidents during this day will enrich Aryan 
traditions. 

Their national love for music, pomp and the dra- 
matic asserted itself. 

Flags flew everywhere at half-mast and household 
pets, such as pigeons, canaries, cats, dachshunds, flea- 
bitten beer hounds, portraits and photographs, flow- 
er-pots from graves of loved ones and vases filled 
with forget-me-nots and roses were smuggled aboard 
the solar tanks— our crew simulating blindness, for 
their hearts, too, were not made of stone. 
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The tanks descended at a signal from Professor 
Eisenbart, and the sick and aged, doctors, nurses, 
and Class "A" passengers entered. Next the women 
and children and Class "B" cargo. And last, but 
not least, the men and Class "C" freight. 

The closing of the portals silenced the singing, 
weeping and brass orchestras within the solar tanks. 

Sealed instructions were handed to the transmi- 
gration marshall and to each crew, who were charged 
with the responsibility of returning the empty solar 
tanks to Sarinor after the immortal voyage of fifty- 
seven trillion miles to the shores of the perfect 
world — B, round trip amounting to one hundred and 
fourteen trillion miles. 

The space ether offering practically no resistance, 
or infinitely less than the atmosphere of planets to 
our "intelligence transmitters" aboard the solar 
tanks, constant communication with the earth was 
an established certainty. 

When all was ready I gave the signal and the 
great solar fleet rose majestically in mathematical 
and geometrical formation and disappeared from 
view. 

Our guards retreated into waiting solar tanks and 
I returned with them to Sarinor, allowing the allies 
to overrun the vacated territory and amuse them- 
selves salvaging souvenirs and parcelling out the real 
estate and water pumps. 

I sent a parting "ethergram" message to Professor 
Eisenbart aboard a solar tank: "I regret that you 
too must join the exodus, but if Sarinor had not 
interfered, then every drop of life blood in the human 
river would eventually have been drained over the 
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dam of war. If human misgovermnent again in- 
terferes with life, then let Cerebroism be your at- 
torney and a strong will and conscience be your 
guide. Governments hold life in their power, but 
stand helpless at the grave of an unconscious mortal. 
Remember only Cerebroism has power over death 
and Richard Reyem is your friend f' 

The problem of what to do with the Kaiser at 
Sarinor arose next. The concensus of opinion of 
civilization was : "To send him to a world in the 
constellation of Hell, with a coat of arms trimmed 
with tar and feathers." Other tribes asked for 'liis 
hide and scalp," and a few Indian children wrote 
letters asking for "his ears and eyeballs" — ^but not 
one of them wanted him whole. 

England, admiring the English streak in him, of- 
fered him British citizenship and a crown on the 
moon under the English flag and British tax depart- 
ment, but the Prime Minister, coveting this prize 
himself, queered the deal. 

Sarinor being eternally and unalterably opposed 
to crowns, declared the people to be the true sov- 
ereigns and refused even a shilling or ha'-penny to 
this greatest spendthrift of history. 

I finally took the Kaiser to a cannibal island in 
the constellation of "Nigger Heaven," situated be- 
tween the sandwich and canary islands — b, non- 
pacific sector of the universe — ^and handed him over 
to a big colored chief or chef who smacked his lips 
and appeared anxious to lick Bill Hohenzollem's 
chops. 

In less than a week a wireless flashed into Sarinor 
signed "Bill HohenzoUem, Rex" : 
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"Just married a shwarze, saftige queen. Please 
send Ambassador." 

I wired back: "If we hear from you again I 
will send a stevedore!" 

Royalty, the devil's spawn, had again sprouted in 

another primitive idol-worshipping constellation. 
******* 

Humanity is now preparing for its exodus from 

this world and the busy human ants are repairing 

their hills so thoughtlessly ruined by the cruel heel 

of the passionate War Gods hiding behind Christian 

governmental masks. 

******* 

The open Deer Season again nearing its close, the 
friends comprising our original ill-fated deer-smell- 
ing automobile party have returned from another 
"deer hunt." This time in the great Canadian wilds, 
with a rich caravan of venison chops and the invi- 
tations to the great international venison party at 
Sarinor looms as the great social event of the closed 
season. 

At last the much-vaunted carnivorous "venison- 
and-love party" spread its napkins at Sarinor. 

But there were two "venisonists" conspicuous by 
their absence. One was the weak link in the Kaiser's 
military chain — Professor Eisenbart — and the other 
Rip Van Crusoe, he with the gypsy eyes and wis- 
dom of Aristotle. My mind was far away as the 
demosthenic orators chewed the docile venison to 
bits. The spirit of Rip seemed to fill the two vacant 
chairs beside me, whispering : "Old pal, why didn't 
you set a plate for me ?" 

The beautiful daughter of Judge Braynhart, "Dor- 
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othy," the golden-haired heroine of Haunted Moun- 
tain, sat beside Ted Flynn, the master detective and 
hero of the caverns, too full of love to devour such 
prosaic morsels as venison chops. Her proud and 
eloquent father announced her engagement to Ted 
Fl)mn and showered the detective with gratitude and 
laurels as the "instrument of God" for the restor- 
ation of his child. 

With words of pathos he pulled aside the "cur- 
tains of time" and lived over again the story of the 
famous opera, "The Bohemian Girl," enacted into 
real life, and with head bowed down traced through 
the shadowy past the agonized incidents, from the 
abduction of his child to the day that a German 
submarine appeared out of the deep sea like a phan- 
tom of a fevered brain, and in the place of a lisping 
infant stood a fairy of loveliness to bless his de- 
clining days. 

Every eye in the house was washed with the emo- 
tional waters of the soul. Ted Flynn outdid him- 
self at his very best and won the congratulations and 
love of his audience. 

I poked fun at the "Deer Smellers" and related 
the history of the hunt and embellished it with the 
story of him with the rabbit's foot and unlucky ntun- 
ber thirteen, and said: "Whom the Gods would 
make great, they first reduce to fools. 

"Mankind has learned its lessons and is on the 
way to greatness. Humanity has learned to obey 
the harmonious laws of the universe, and soon will 
be fit to command a solar system. In the meantime 
I will see to it that it sows no more whirlwinds on 
this earth. 
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"As mankind sows, so shall it reap! Time heals 
all wounds and tickles all heroines and heroes to 




APPROACHING THE PERFECT WORLD. 

Sighting Land in the Ether Ocean. 
The immigrants from the Earth realized that God had 
been there before them, and beheld what He had done and it 
was good. Then a great love for the Creator came into 
their hearts. The prophetic vision of Richard Reyera was ful- 
filled as they knelt in prayer for the Allies on Earth that were 
left behind. 
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death. The greatest and most ardent lover in the 
universe is God — ^and Cerebroism is his sweetheart !" 

And now, dear reader, my story is ended. If you 
have followed me intensely, you have been recom- 
pensed for your trouble. 

You have seen much of "God's country." You 
have visited the "perfect world" and stood on the 
heights of idealism. 

Cerebroism is such stuff as gods, spirits, such as 
you and I, and dreams are made of, but heed this 
warning : 

Do not spit with contempt on your grave. Live 
and let others live this side of the grave ! 

Mark well this law of Cerebroism : 

"Travelers, alien to Life, are 'verboten' to return 
to earth via the road of reason and must take the 

r 

detour through Sarinor." 

Open your mind to picknicking thoughts and vis- 
ions from other minds functioning on billions of 
worlds in every inconceivable state of development, 
yet do not let your head become a rendezvous for 
every evil fantasy deported by inferior worlds. 

Pay homage to no royal mortal, except the "Duke 
of Reason" or the "Queen of Intellect" reigning on 
the hillsides of the dark human brain, as immortal 
as the white "immortals" flowering on the mountain 
sides. 

I trust you will enjoy the perfume of that greater 
plant, "Cerebroism." now growing and blooming "in 
the fields of your brain." Please cultivate it, and 
who knows? — ^your wish, father to your thoughts, 
may create or behold reality rise out of a misty fable. 

Tongues have spoken to you from out of trees, 
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rocks and caverns and if the antenna in your brain 
is only half as sensitive as the thread in a bolometer 
you must have heard the voices of the jolly copper- 
smiths and their tuneful tappings on anvils in worlds 
centillions of miles away. For the law of Cere- 
broism is: "Anything that brain can imagine is 
possible !" 

You have seen reason and logic submerged in the 
milk of the galaxy, and now let us submerge human 
imagination in our universe **A" and rise to uni- 
verse "B" to exercise a higher power and gift greater 
than imagination — but hold ! 

You are a mortal of this world, and cannot think 
sense nor romance with the majestic iiltra-brains of 
higher creatures in older and different comers of the 
cosmos. I am afraid you must remain behind on 
our spinning, spiral, foggy, "Island Universe" in 
the irdSnite "Space Sea" to fulfill your destiny and 
blossom into Cerebroism, and in another age, some- 
where, we'll meet again for this greater adventure. 

So now close the book, fold your tent, and return 
to civilization to help make dreams come trus* 

THE END 
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